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Crethea Muſarum comitem, cui carmina ſemper 
Et citharz cordi, numerosque intendere nervis: 
Semper eques, atque arma virum, pugnasque canebzt, 


VirG1L's EN EID. 
And Cretus, whom the Muſes held fo dear: 


He fought with courage, and he ſung the fight, 
Arms were his buſineſs, Verſes ls delight. 
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W HEN I fat down to ſelect theſe 

ſalt ſea-weeds, from a great bed 
which was floating up and down the world, 
it was with the intention to cull the beſt of 
them, for the amuſement of ſome, and the 
information of others. I alſo found it 
neceſſary to ſpread and preſs theſe weeds 
to the beſt advantage, to amuſe ſome, and 
to put it in the power of others to judge of 
me with ſome degree of candour ; tor J 


believe few men ever wrote with more 1a- 
cility, and no man at the extraordinary 
periods which I have done, and with cqual 
compoſure in calm or ſtorm, battle or 
peace: and this is all, I believe, that can 
be ſaid by way of apology for the Author, 
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or the Verſes. Neptune rarely aſſiſts his 
Sons with a Genius for the company of the 
Muſes : I ſuppoſe Apollo, as a Deity, is fo 
far removed from the fituation of the 
Watery God of the Ocean, that it is diffi- 
cult to obtain an interview; and Mercury, 
for fear of wetting his wings, can bear no 
flowers of Parnaſſus to him. This ſepara- 
tion may be the means of Sailors being 
leſs claſhck than other profeſſional men; 
and yet, to embelliſh the character of a 
Sea-Officer, it requires every Science and 
every Art, but that of Poetry; nor do I 
know another ability, that excepted, which 
is not required to form a complete Officer 
for the Britiſh Navy. It I may be allowed 
to hint an opinion, on a ſubject ſo much 
above my capacity and judgment to ma- 
nage, I ſhould venture to aflert, I never 
read of one man qualified at every point for 
a Naval Commander, but Sir WALTER 
RALEICH: for he had the talents of the 


Stateſman, 


E 


Stateſman, the ability of the Seaman, and 
the knowledge of the Aſtronomer. He 
was a Soldier, a learned and practical 
Philoſopher, a finiſhed Gentleman, an ex- 
cellent Poet, and an elegant Hiſtorian; in 
which characters he was brilliantly diſtin- 
guiſhed to all Europe : nor could he have 
appcared ſo bright on the Weſt and Eaſtern 
Hemiſpheres, if he had not been excellent 
in all; and though we might have diſ- 
penſed with his Poetry, yet we ſhould now 
have lamented the loſs of his Addreſs to his 
Soul,“ the night before his execution 
wherein he gives the Lye to the various 
Vanities of the World. Could a mind 


bleſſed 
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60, Soul, che Body's gueſt, 
Upon a thankleſs errant ; 
Fear not to touch the beſt, | 
The Truth ſhall be thy warrant : 
Go, ſince I needs muſt die, 
And give the World the Lye. 


a 2 Go, 
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bleſſed with ſo much genius, ſo educated, 


and fo learned, do otherwiſe than produce 


Poeſy: it is the cream of Proſe, and the 
gift of Heaven. 


To be a complete Sea-Officer requires 
the firſt talents, aſſiſted by the pureſt 


educa. 


Go, tell the Court it glows, 
And ſhines like rotten wood ; 
Go, tell the Church it ſhows 


What's good, and doth no good, 
If Church and Court reply, 


Then give them both the Lye. 


Tell Potentates they live, 
Acting by others? actions; 
Not lov'd, unleſs they give, 


Not ſtrong, but by their factions : 
If Potentates reply, 


Give Potentates the Lye. 


Tell men of high condition, 
Who rule affairs of State, 
Their purpoſe is Ambition, 
Their practice only Hate ; 
And if they once reply, 
Then give them all the Dye. 


Tel 
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education; for the profeſſion throws the 
Sailor into Courts, foreign and domeſtick ; 


where languages, manners, addreſs, and 
politicks, become an eſſential part of his 


ability. As Explorers, natural and expe- 
rimental Philoſophy are neceſſary append- 


ages; 


Tell them who brave it moſt, 
They beg for more by ſpending; 
Who in their greateſt coſt, 
Seek nothing but commending; 
And if they make reply, 
Spare not to give the Lye. 


Tell Age, it daily waſteth, 
Tell Honour how it alters ; 

Tell Beauty how it blaſteth, 
Tell Fayour how ſhe falters ; 

And as they ſhall reply, 

Give each of them the Lye. 


Tell Wit, how much it wrangles, 
In tickle points of niceneſs ; 

Tell Wiſdom, ſhe entangles 
Herſelf in over wiſeneſs ; 

And if they do reply, 

Straight, give them both the Lye. 


Tel! 
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ages; Drawing, and even Painting, are 
uſeful : in ſhort, to form a complete Sea- 
Officer, the perſon ſhould have every ad- 
vantage of a vigorous conſtitution, and a 
great and nimble genius, added to all the 
treaſures of the Schools. Though at this 


period 


Tell Phyſick of her boldnefs, 
Tell Skill, it is pretenfion ; 
Tell Charity of coldneſs, 

Tell Law, it is Contention: 

And as they yield reply, 

So give them ſtill the Lye. 


Tell Fortune of her blindneſs, 
Tell Nature of decay ; 

Tell Friendſhip of unkindneſs, 
Tell Juſtice of delay ; 

And if they dare reply, 

Then give them all the Lye, 


Tell Arts, they have no ſoundneſs, 
But vary by eſteeming; 
Tell Schools, they want profoundnefs, 
And ſtand too much on ſeeming: 
If Arts and Schools reply, 
Give Arts and Schools the Lye. 


Tell 
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period we may boaſt of a few accompliſh- 
ed Officers, yet very few riſe to that 
ſtandard of perfection which the great and 
accompliſhed RALEIOR obtained; and in- 
deed were I to recommend the character 
of Imitation for our riſing Youths, it 
ſhould be his : he is the Mariner's Mirrour, 
and by which he may beſt learn to dreſs his 
mind, and conduct his perſon, Few men 
in other ſituations were his equal, and 28 a 
Sailor he ſtands unrivalled ; for the aggre- 
gate ſum of Ability was caſt up in him. 


Tell Faith, it's fled the City, 
Tell how the Country erreth ; 

Tell, Manhood ſhakes off Pity, 
Tell, Virtue leaſt preferreth ; 

And if they do reply, 

Spare not, but give the Lye. 


So, when thou haſt as I 

Commanded thee, done blabbing; 
Altho' to give the Lye 

Deſerves no leſs than ſtabbing ; 
Yet, ſtab at thee who will, 
No ſtab the Soul can kill. 


[ vii 
He was brave with temper, cool with per- 
ſeverance, learned without pedantry, gal. 
lant without foppery, generous without 


pride, proud without meanneſs, and va- 
liant with humanity. 


* «© Hz raiſed himſelf to honour while 
living, and ſecured an endleſs reputation 
alter death, by a lerics of noble and gene- 
rous atchievements ; he acted in very dit- 
ferent capacities, and he excelled in all. 


« HE diſtinguiſhed himſelf as a Sol- 
dier by his courage, by his conduct as a 
Commander ; a bold Sailor, a hearty friend 
to a Seaman, yet no Admire] maintained 
better diſcipline, He was a wiſe Stateſ— 
man, a protound Scholar, a learned, and 
withal a practical Philoſopher. In regard 
to his private life, a beneficent maſter, a 
kind huſband, an affectionate father; and 


* See Campbell's Lives of the Admirals. 


in 
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in reſpect to the world, a warm friend, a 


pleaſant companion, and a fine accom- 
pliſhed GEN TLEMAN.” 


Hr may be truly ſtiled the Engliſh 
Zenophon, for no man did things more wor- 
thy to be recorded, and no man was more 
able to record them than himſelf. We 
may ſay of him as SCALIGER did of CæsAR, 


that he fought and wrote with the ſame inimitable 
ſpirit, Tam marti, quam Mercurio. 


Doctor Johxsox, who, as a Critick, 
is afraid of praiſing too much, never gives 
you a picture without ſhade ; but then his 
ſhades are not introduced as they are by 
great Painters, to give brilliancy to his 
portraits, but to overſhadow them; and 
while he draws the character of a man, he 
. forgets that he was mortal: for in the 
122d Rambler he ſays, © RaLEicn is de- 
fervediy celebrated for the labæur of his reſearches, 
* and the elegance of his flyle; but he has en- 
** deavoured to exert his judgment more than his 

b | genius. 
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** genius. Could he do otherwiſe without 
errour, in a compilation from other Hiſto- 
rians, where judgment was required, and 
not genius? ** To ſelect facts, rather than to 
* adorn them.” What is fo elegant as the 
naked truth ? He has produced an Hiſtorical 
© Diſſertation, but has ſeldom riſen to the Majeſty 
* of Hiſtory.” So women attempt to de- 
form each other ; and while they allow 
their filter has brilliant eyes, they aſſert 
with acrimony, ſhe has ſome defective 
feature : though they allow her beauty of 
face, delicacy of complexion, and elegance 
of perſon, yet they repine that ſhe wants 
the majeſty of ſtature and mien, to riſe to 
admiration, How eaſy it is to cenſure, but 
how dithcult to cenſure juſtly ; and thongh 
Dr. Jonxsox has the inclination to ſponta- 
neouſly diſcharge a deal of venomous bile 


on the reputation of RALEIGH, yet he 


throws it out without ſucceſs, for his im- 


potency will not ſuffer him to bite; and 


after 


— 
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1 
after all the zeal and ambition to depre- 
ciate, RALEIGH's character comes purer - 


from his cynical furnace, as it did from 
the Tower, after a tedious and unjuſt im- 
priſonment, and which is handed down to 
this period, to be a guiding ſtar, and 
2 mirrour to the Mariner, 


SIR WALTER RALEIGH's VERSES, 


FOUND IN HIS BIBLE, IN THE GATE- 


HOUSE, AT WESTMINSTER, 


EVEN ſuch is Time, which takes in truſt 
Our youth, our joys, and all we have, 
And pays us nought but age and dutt ; 
Which, in the dark and ſilent grave, 

When we have wander'd all our ways, 

Shuts up the ſtory of our days: 

And from which grave, and earth, and duſt, 

he Lord ſhall raiſe me up, I tfuf, 
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SATLOKi VERSEC 


A 
TAUNT from PURDY's-BOURN* 
T 0 


LOCA NATL; 


IN MAY, 1769. 


13 HE morning was grey, but the ladies were fair, 

And Polly was firſt on the little dun mare ; 

Armanilla came next on a horſe of much ſhow, 

And her name-ſake on Dobbin, juſt clean'd from the 
plough : 

If we leave out the lads, with ſome truth they may 

mutter, 


Such as Hill from the college, and Ned from the 
cutter; 


® The feat of Hill Wilſon, Eſq. in the county of Dorone. 
© Capt. Thompſon then commanded the Tartuffe cutter. 


B Beſides, 
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Beſides, our good friend ſent his gay eldeſt ſon, 

A parliament member, to govern the fun, 

Which he did with applauſe the recital will prove— 

To the one he ſung ſongs—to the other made love! 

The horſes and ladies, capariſon'd out 

With feathers and furbelows, led on the rout : 

The roads they were duſty, which youth did not mind, 

Such trifles don't hurt when the heart's well inclin'd ; 

Great-coats and the ſervants brought up the gay rear, 

With a baſket of meat for occaſional cheer, 

At New-grove we call'd on the ſweet little Peg, 

Who in mounting Violante diſcover'd a leg, 

Would have warw'd the cold heart of a hermit, tha' 
old, 

Have purchas'd a prince, or a citadel ſold! 

So lovely a laſs (a complexion fo fair, 

So ſcittiſh herſelf, and fo giddy her mare) 

Ne'er led on the road an Equeſtrian troop ; 

Diana herſelf to ſuch beauties might ſtoop. 

Uiclante and Jemny conducted the van; 

Kind Juno came next, but ſhe wanted a man; 

Armanilia and Naſo, Maria and Hill, 

Whoſe tongues rattl'd on like the clack of a mill, 

With laughing and ſinging, ſome cenſure, much praiſe, 

Till poor gentle Juno complain'd of her ſtays.— 

Encreaſing her pains both above and below, 

In pity to her we agreed to go flow, 

Till we came to a hut, where the good-natur'd 
goddeſs, 


V/as ſwath'd round with flannel, inſtead of her bodice. 


When 
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When mounted, being hot, we reſolv'd all to ſaunter, 
Till gay Fiolante went off in a canter ; 

Then one gave a whiſtle, and one gave a hollow, 
And Dobbin himſelf e'en refus'd not to follow; 

But his charge being co&leftial, he took fo much care, 
That his rider might not have a kick from the mare, 
That in croſſing a bridge he gave a vile ſtumble, 
And poor gentle Juno a terrible tumble: 

The women ſhriek'd out, and the men gave a curſe, 
But Peggy call'd out {he'd had hundreds much worſe. 
But that ſhe'd broke her leg, it was one to a million, 
So to move all her fears we procur'd her a pillion : 
The captain he then took the goddeſs behind, 

To the banks of the Loch, where we pleaſantly din'd 
In paſtoral taſte ; here a lad, there a laſs, 

Were promiſcuouſly ſpread with the meat on the graſs, 
The beauties being curious to look in the {tream, 
Allur'd to the ſurface the perch and the bream ; 

For what could withſtand, pray, a radiance ſo bright, 
For fiſhes all pay a great tribute to light, Old 
Eſpecially to light which deſcends from the ſkies, 

Or when it is brighter from beauty's bright eyes? 


The ladies refreſh'd, and the fragments withdrawn, 
Some took to the water, and ſome to the lawn; 
The boat it was dull, yet the virgins were fair, 
Cleopatra on Cydnus ne'er equall'd the pair. 

The bohea being o'er, to return all were fervent, 
And Juno got up behind William the ſervant. 
Two by two we return'd, not ſo gay as we went, 
For ſome were diſpleas'd, and none were content. 
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At New-grove we parted with gay Volante; 

And the captain being hungry, rode off to the pantry. 

When arriv'd, all complain'd they were weary or ſore, 

Some were ſtretch' d upon tables, or ſpread on the 
floor. 

For th' eſcape the good goddeſs pray d hard unto 
heaven | 

At nine went to bed, and lay ſnug till eleven.— 

It was forty long miles for a ſailor to ſtraddle, 

And enough for a lady to bump on a ſaddle. 

I cannot declare, as the fubje& was nether, 

Who made the moit buttons, or loſt the moſt leather, 


Purdy" s-Bourn, 9th May, 1769. 


AN 
EPISTLE from EAGLEHURST-CASTLE, 


TO THE 


Hon. T. LUTTRELL. 


BEING vick of the ſea, and tir'd of Spit head., 

J long' d for the ſhore, and a ſoft eaſy bed; 

For ſailors at times muſt repine for down pillows, 

Who ſleep in a cradle that's rock'd by the billows ; 

So my friend's invitation I took with great glee, 

Row'd the barge to the ſhore, and turn'd round on 
the ſea. 


When 


„ 


When the caſtle I ſaw, it was taper and ſmall, 

Very thin, very ſmart, very round, very tall; 

That at ſirſt I began to laugh, cenſure and ſcoff, 

And believ'd that Gz//-&:c+er, “ in dudgeon, was off; 

But che gay Claſſick kicks that appear'd round the 
place, 

Convinc'd me at once I'd miſtaken the caſe; 

For when I approach'd, I diſcover'd at top 

A batt'ry for piſtols—a ſtaff for a mop— 

With Hens, + cats, crabs, in the front of the houſe, 

To protect the foundation from coney and mouſe. 

But the temple ſo near to the gannel t doth ſtand, 

That overboard ſure it will go from the land; 

And every good heart now ſhould grieve at the notion, 

To have ſuch tine rarities plung'd in the ocean 

Where ſtatues and pictures, teuls, vaſes were ſhown us, 

Of fair naked Hebe, and gay dancing Faunus— 

But I'm certain ſuch whimſical things cannot pleaſe, 

Like a girl of the Point, || or a maid of the ſeas. 

Sure a {trong roſy virgin, if not ſo bewitching, 

Would do better if bred up to knitting and ſtitching; 

That could make a good loaf, a rich pudding, or 
tartlet— 

hat is Hebe, ye gods! in her niche, to Bet Bartiet £ 

However, without you may think I've talk'd loote, 

So I' open the door and get into the houſe, 


* A piramigical ſea-mark near Haſlar-Hoſpital. 
+ Some of the monſters of the Zodiack. 

1 Edge of the bank. 

Portſmouth-Point, famous for its Nereids, 


The 


„ 
The ſtair- caſe it winds like a cork ſcrew about, 
And the windows are juſt like the holes in a flute 
Like them too, in all they're ſo gentle and kind, 
That they let in the wet, and they let out the wind; 
But the air from the ſea's ſo impregnate with ſalt, 
It agrees like good beer, that's well hopp'd with good 
malt: | 
To do Milliam juſtice, there's few brew ſo well, 
And this all the ſervants, *pon honour, can tell ; 
For a character, ſure, they deſerve in this letter 
What member of parliament pray can have better ? 
For William, when brewing, is as much in a ſweat, 
As his maſter when trimming the national debt : 
And where now, among all the drawing-room faces, 
With their airs, and their ſlippers, their paint and 
their graces, 
Is there aught pray ſo orthocox, plain and bewitching, 
As brown Lachrymante, and Sal“ of the kitchen? 
And then, if you want a wench noble and tall, 
There's Laura divine, that will top over all; 
Who is of herſelf both a hoſt and a corps, 
And equally uſeful at ſea and on ſhore : 
On land a Diana but give her a quiver; 
Or a noble Cela to ſtride ver the river! 
Where a fine conic arch ſhe might form for the trade, 
And veſſels ſail thro' and pay toll to the maid. 
But, ye Gods! what a ſight would it be on the ſtream, 
Fer Helicon bardlings to dream on the theme! 


* Servants, 
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Ah, Laura! be cautious, my elegant pet, 
If you once eroſs ſalt- water you're ſure to be wet. 
But fatal ĩt may be to her and my metre, 
Lin omne volubilis evum labetur. 
But hear me, my friend, my good Temple Luttrell, 
For there's nought againft thee or thy houſe that II 
nter ill, 
And if I of a veſſel, or ſalt- water was ſick, 
The caſtle would cure all my ſpleen, 'tis ſo Claſſick. 
Now name me a place where more taſte can be ſhown, 
By Adams—or ev'n Capability Brown : 
Here are all the great Orders of Rome and of Greece, 
And all ſtories of Helen and old Jaſon's fleece; 
Of ſmart Madam Dane, as ſaucy and bold 
As a nymph of old Drury receiving of gold ; 
And gay Miſtreſs Leda, for want of a man, 
Stretch'd flat on her back, and embracing a ſwan. 
Tho” theſe ſtories are old, yet reproof may be recent; 
f allow'd to be Claſſick, pray, Sir, are they decent? 
Were my pray'rs only heard, you ſhould have a rich 
ſtock, 
Should outweigh all the mutton of Medea's flock, 
But Jaſen than you, was not more rich or bold, 
Who've got a ſweet lamb, and the fleece is of Golo 
Tho? my wiſh is not mode, as it ſavours of wife, 
vet I wiſh this ſweet mutton may laſt you for life, 
Now, ſure this gay temple was built up to pleaſe, 
And not to endure the rude winds from the ſeas ; 
I'm ſure in a tempeſt it gave me much pain, 
To ſee it expos'd to the wind and the rain. 


12 
To preſerve it from weather, pray take my advice, 
Get a caſe made of glaſs—never ſtand for the price 
They are us'd by great folks for a thing that is fine-a, 
And are commonly plac'd o'er a temple of china. 
But if thus to uſe glaſs ſhould be conſtru'd a fin, 
I'd get an extinguiſher cut out in tin: 
This would keep it from weather, and keep it from 
rain, 
And you might take it off when the ſun ſhone again. 
To tell all the nick-nacks the inſide doth boaſt, 
Would perplex Parſon Bate and his ſcandalous Pet / 
Like beautiful tea-cheſts the doors are inlaid, 
And elegant ſtoves are. of tutanag made: 
There are beds with high plumes, made of ſarſnet 
and Perſian, 
And kindly contriv'd for an ague, or tertian ; 


But rather than roc!: in ſo handiome a bed, 


I'd prefer the main-top in the flag at Sp:rhead. 


Give me a ſnug hut, that ſtands under an hill, 


For the wind never makes half the noiſe in a mill; 
It may do very well for a Ducheſs and Duke, 
But when I am in bed I don't like to be ſhook : 
*T1s the temple of winds, cf old Lybs, Notus, Auſfter, 
For here Madam Fl:ra no zephyr can foſter ; 
And we lack the advantage of Norweigean ſeas, 
For we've not an old woman to fell us a breeze. 
But the under-ground paſlage in winter's a fluice, 
Where Alpheus may ſwim to his fair Arethn/e, 
Thrice happy the genius the way did invent, 
For you fink to the kitchen, and riſe to the tent ; 

| Which 
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Which at once 1s contriv'd to ſuit coxcomb and ſloven, 

And may do for a band-box as well as an oven, 

The trees are all chill'd by ſalt Theris's breath, 

For they look like poor pigs that are half whipp'd to 
death ; 

But the few that there are, are like other trees green, 

And they ſerve well enough to enliven the ſcene. 

But if you'll not cenſure this letter in ſport, 

*Tis building, my friend, and not planting's your forte. 

There's no ſtrait line in beauty, but beauty's diſgrac'd, 

Yet your trees all parade regimentally plac'd. 

In caſes like this, where's the great obligation, 

Of knowing all arts to divert the whole nation. 

But now I've found fault, and made uſe of the probe, 

Our Temple is not to be match'd on the globe; 

Not Abydos or Seſtos can vie with its charms, 

Nor did Hero receive in her delicate arms 

A lover ſo bleſs'd, one fo happy as you; 

For, tell me—than GoLD, what ſo ſterling or true! 

May ye live and be happy, in ſpite of my jokes, 

Your caſtle ſtand firm, and your twigs grow to oaks. 

May your politicks laſt- nor your wife loſe a grace, 

And the fairies diſpel every blight from the place. 

You've an ingot of GoLbp-—yet 1 wiſh you more 
wealth ; 

Great honour, great {pirits, great pleaſure and health; 

May you run on the nail o'er the turnpike of life, 

Sir HEN RN, his Lady, Miſs GoLD, and your Wife. 

For in all things to you I am honeſt and fervent ; 

Command me for ever—Your friend and your ſervant. 

Spitbcad, Feb, 14th, 1779. 
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Tur STRAW-CHAIR.* 


WRITTEN AT SEA, ON BOARD THE HY NA, 


MARCH: 14, 1779. 


C ERES, goddeſs of the grain, 
Thou reward'f the ploughman's pain; 
Come, as thou art wont to roam, 
When thou bring'ſt thy harveſt home; 
Full of love, and full of glee, 
Mirth, and ſong, and jollity ; 
Crown'd with flow'rs and roſy grace, 
Leading all the milk-maid race 

On the light and frolick toe, 
Bounding nimble as the doe. 

Thus attended, thus advance, 
Reeling in the rural dance, 

To the chearful tabor's ſound 
Beating of the hollow ground. 

Thus I woo thee to my aid, 

Buxom, blithſome, bonny Maid! 
With me nor refule to fit ; 

A harveſt I require of wit : 

I muſt crop and wanton reap— 

Tell me, what than wit's fo cheap ? 


* A Straw-chair purchaſed by Capt, Tbempſen, of an old 


woman in Dur!ary, to ſlecp in at ſea, 
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Goddeſs, liſt thy poet's pray'r, 
To depict his ſtraw-made Chair 
Which, when once his voyage is done, 
(Twice acroſs the Zodiack run) 
He'll devote with flow'rs to thee, 
Crown'd with tags of poeſy: 
Such—no better I pretend, 
Than Bath-Eafton bards expend 
When to Miller's urn they ſpend. 
Such as theſe I mean to bring, 
It with me thou'lt deign to ſing. 


Not far from golden Dub/:n town, 
Dunlary village height, 

A good old woman—Mary Brown, 

Sold apples day and night: 


That ſcarce a little girl or boy, 
That could a farthing ſpare, 
But ran, with eager glee and joy, 

To Mary Brown's ſtraw-chair. 


No monarch of the golden Eaſt, 
No queen, or rich or fair, 

Receiv'd more homage : a feaſt, 
Than Mary in her chair. 


It ſav'd her, in her wrinkl'd age, 
From winter's nipping air; 

In vain the elements, in rage, 
Attack'd her warm ſtraw-chair. 
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Could Erg/and's King one moment change 


With Mary Brown his care ; 
Nor Xe-'s ſoft ſod he'd ſigh to range, 
Ner ſcek his regal chair, 


all the eaſe of love and life, 
A good old woman He; 

Might ſell his apples and his ſtrife 
Without hypocriſy. 


For Mary Brown, I rightly ween, 
Might an example ſpare 

To ev'ry monarch, cvery queen ! 
Within her old ſtraw-chair. 


For this I'll ſay, whoe'er is by, 
And why ſhould truth to care ? 

That Mary Broxwn nor told a lye 
Within her ſtraw-built chair. 


Ye know, ye little queens and kings, 
Ye lords and ladies fair, | 

Bedizen'd round with ſtars and ſtrings, 
Ye lic in every chair; 


Therefore, I pray example take, 
Your boſoms to lie bare ; 

And for the ſaint reſign the rake, 
Within an old ftraw-chair. 


Ah, Caroline, and Y***** Jane! 
Such Maids of Honour are, | 

That they within the ſtraw have lain, 
Yet ſcorn'd old Mary's chair. 


Ye 
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Ye pretty tripping things, that ſcent 
The tangles of your hair, 


W:ll one day figh for the content 
Of an old eaſy chair. 


Then take advice, ye ſliding maids, 
Nor now neglect your pray'rs; 

That when your blooming beauty fades, 
Ye may have eaſy chairs. 


But Ceres, ſtop, 
I aſk'd a crop 
A crop, indeed, you've given ; 
Here 1s ſo mickle, 
Pl break my ſickle, 
And ride Old Peg * to Heaven : 


For who can bear 
This old ſtraw- chair, 
Nor of the nonſenſe tire ; 
Therefore, my fear is, 
Madam Ceres, 
My chair will feel the fire. 


Henceforth I'll ſnatch 
This ſpecial thatch, 
Among the Triton train; 
Give Mary Brown 
An Engliſh crown, 
And ride in't o'er the main. 


Pegaſus the poet's hack, 


Ingratitude 
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Ingratitude ſurely's the ſin of all ſins, 
And he moſt ungrateful muſt prove, 
Who upon his ſlceve no remembrance pins, 
Of Mary Brown's chair and her love. 


Of myſelf I can ſay, that this is not the caſe, 
For I've taken moſt ſpecial good care, 

To honour my cabbin, and give the firſt place 
To this excellent, eaſy ftraw-chair, 


When the billows run high, and the Parſon grows ſick, 
And his face is depicted with care, 

His pſalm-book he ſhuts, and he thinks on Old Nick, 
And ſinks to repoſe in the chair. 


When the tempeſt howls loud, through the rigging 
and ſhrouds, 
And into my hammock creeps Care, 
As a ſtranger, I'm civil, altho' he intrudes, 
And with eaſe I repoſe in my chair. 


Through every climate of cold and of heat, 
Of eaſe it hath granted a ſhare; 

To my ſea-tumbl'd bones it hath been a kind _ 
And for ever I'll honour the chair. 


Ah, good Mary Brown, if to Heav'n thou'rt _— 


And makeſt good apple-pies there, 
May Pomona®, good dame fit your brow with a crown, 


And ſeat thee with Gods in a chair! 


The old apple-woman of the clouds, 


THE 
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Tnz SAILORs RETURN, 
A 8 EA CATCH. 


BAY OF BISCAY, MARCH- 14, 1779. 


H IP!—Tom Bellum !—Turn out Ned, 
Up aloft to the top-maſt head : 
Look upon the larboard bow— 
I ſee the land !—'tis England, well I know. 


Tom, thy hand—Frank, your fiſt-tip your daddle, 
Ned! | 
Welcome, boys, off Beachy-head ! 
I ſaw the land—I claim a cann! 
Sling it firſt ; now fill it up— 
Sup, my boys—ſup, 
To roſy Moll, and white-neck'd Nan! 
{ Muſick more oft. ] 
Within the Downs I ſee the fleet ! 
The riſing boat forſakes the ſhore : 
Should I be bleſt my Max fair to meet, 
I would not envy, boys, the Commodore. 
[ Mufick more quick. |] 
"Tis her, 'tis her !—ſhe leaves the land; 
I ſee her wave her lilly hand. 


Scratch a draft upon my banker, 
She hails, ſhe hails !— 
Clew up the ſails : 

Let go the anchor! 


C ON- 
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CONSTANCY TO EMMA. 


E MM A, to me you never can be old, 
Such ſeems your beauty; tho” three winters” cold 
Have from the foreſt ſhook three ſummers” pride, 


Since firſt you laid, and bleſs'd your Erward's ſide. 


Ah! well I ween, you ken the happy hours 
We ſtray'd in Meort/aie meads, and gather'd flow'rs ! 
Nor can your mind, tho? upon pleaſures bent, 
Richmond forget, and our poſſeſs'd content. 

Alas! all theſe I gave, and with them—Thee, 

To cruize for gain upon the tumbling ſea ! 

And if thoſe riches which I ſeek, I meet, 

P11 ſpread them all beneath my beauty's feet : 

She on my laurels and my wealth ſhall tread, 

And bleſs the hero in a quiet bed. 

Let not, my love, 1dolatry be nam'd, 

Altho' for love and conſtancy I'm fam'd ; 

Since all my verſes and my praiſes riſe 

To one, of one, and ſuch the world ſhall prize! 
Fair, kind, and true, to Emma's all my theme ; 
Fair, kind, and true, I ſing awake, and dream; 
Fair, kind, and true, have ever liv'd alone, 
Which three are now united all in one. 
Whene'er I con old verſes, of old times, 
Of beauties making beautiful old rhymes, 
In praiſe of heroes dead, and lovely maids, 
I feel within my breaſt— this never fades; 


But 
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But will recount your heav'nly charms in rhyme, 
And give your virtues to the lateſt time : 

Make youths unborn with envy lack our days— 
So fair was Eu uA, ſhe ſurpaſs'd all praiſe. 


RUNNING To MADEIRA, 


SunDdaY, MarcH 28, 1779. 


To day I'm very ill l'm very fick, 

Yet Doctor Baggs he wiſh'd to lay Old Nick; 
Believing that this fever we have got, 

May par-boil ſome in Satan's brimſtone pot ; 
He therefore, like the Indians, thinks it right 
To pray his Devilſbip— to ſay good night. 
And if a foe can be appeas'd by pray'r, 

I think 'tis very right to ſpeak him fair : 
Whatever unknown land affords a port, 

"Tis always beſt to have a friend at court. 
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1 S there a youth will not complain, 
A heart will not deplore, 

When you attempt the faithleſs main, 
And leave this flow'ry ſhore, 


The tides more bold, will higher riſe, 
And ſcorn our rocky piers : 

They'll draw aſſiſtance from our eyes, 
New currents from our tears ! 


Then fare thee well, gay beautzous maid ' 
May Cup:ds fill thy train: 

May Neptune grant thee all his aid, 
And ſmooth the ſwelling main 


Thus crown'd with bleſſings, you depart, 
Yet cruel! and unkind ; 

From every breait you {tal a heart. 
Nor leave your 62vz behind! 


K1LL- 
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INSCRIBED To MRS. O'RILEY., 


Tu E ſun was bright, the ſea was ſmooth, 
When from Dunlary mud, 

The painted barge was launch'd, that bore 
The Queen of X:!/macud. 


Not Venus, in the gerial hour 
She left the ſilver flood, 

To charm the world—appear'd fo fair 
As Queen of Kil//macud / 


Had ſhe not veil'd her peerleſs charms, 
What Triton had withſtood, 

To re the Venus of the main 
The Queen of Killmacud! 


In charity to Neptune's ſons, 
Sne wore a gauzy hcad ; 

Her country ſerv'd—and ſav'd the Tars, 
To honour K:i//macud. 


Her ſkin's fo fair—ſhe muſt have fed 
On pure cœleſtial food: 

The breaſt of Hebe would look brown, 
Unveil'd, at K:illmacud 


Who can behold her, nor admire! 
Such perfect ſleſn and blood 

Would warm the coldeſt hermit's heart 
W'ith love=at Kil/macud / 
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Orr Poxro-Saxcro, March 29, 1779. 


H NEVER yet arraign'd the will of Heaven, 
Nor af:'d to turn the diſpenſation given; 

IT nc'er implor'd for any higher boon, 

But ſupp'd the meſs allotted to my ſpoon. 

Each man at thirty ſhould his doctor be 

Of ſoul and body, in ſome ſmall degree; 

And ſhould, in ſhort, be able to preſcribe, 

When cither's out of tune, without the tribe: 

For can thoſe round-heads, who have ſtudied both, 
For itrangers' maladies deal out a byS#th ? 

For he 1s booby, fool, and coward too, 

When fears compel him to conſolt the crew. 

Leſs men would die, and more would go to Heaven, 
Who made their bread without theſe doQurs? leaven; 
I mean by coctors, wretched quacks, who ſtray 
The country round, and poiſon human clay; 

Who give their noſtrums to the gaping crew, 

And kill and damn both foul and body too. 

It is in vain to catalogue this ſtack 

Take Lady Huntingdon and Dottor Rock. 

I'm now in health, and in my fortieth year, 

And of theſe rocks and ſhoals I've ſteered clear; 
I've ne'er had ſoul and body yet at ſtrife, 

But kept them, cheek by jor, good friends thro? life. 
Pve ſerv'd my country nine and twenty years, 


A mere !ight chip, the ſport of all the ſpheres : 
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To India J was early ſent in youth; 

Then banded to the North, the Weſt, and South; 
France, Holland, Pruſſia, Portugal, and Spain, 
America, and all the Weſtern main. 

Now I'm for Guinea, in an infant war, 

Chief of a gallant ſhip, where ev'ry tar, 
Ragged and louſy, hungry is, and poor, 

Well fitted a rich Frenchman to devour. 

As for ſea hardſhips, they create my ſmiles — 
We'll bury them in the Canary Iles ; 

In the ſoft lap of beauteous Portugre/c, 

The olive Syrens of thoſe ſummer ſeas. 

Now for my Wiſh—and Venus hear the ſtrain | 
When I're this bark conducted o'er the main, 
And I return with golden laurels bound, 

Parcel me out a little fertile ground, 

And build thereon a houſe, by ſome thick wood, 
And at the mountain's foot a rapid flood : 

The river ſtor'd with trout, the wood with game, 
And lovely Emma my propitious dame! 

Retir'd from war—the buſtle of the ſeas, 

Let me repoſe with her in health and eale ; 

I ſcelꝭ no ſtar or honours of the land; 

I'd rather have a kiſs of her white hand 

Than all the ſalutations of Sr. James, 

Where nobles truck their charaQers for names. 

T only bend my knee to Her and Heaven, 
Nor pray for aught, but thank for what is given. 
If ye who rule the clouds, and guide the ſun, 
Will perfect this before my ſand is run, g 
I bow—if not—your mighty wills be done. 
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MORNING SONNET To EMMA. 


Hy NA, OFF THE RIVER GAMBIA, 


MAY. 4, 1779« 


VV HERE is the Love whom I adore, 
Who doth my ſoul, my heart command ? 


She lives not on this ſavage ſhore— 
The beauty of a fairer land! 


Say, Jeans, wilt thou never deign 
To hear a conſtant lover's tale! 

Mult I in vain prolong the ſtrain, 
Nor hope my wiſhes may prevail? 


Muſt I endure the pelting rain, 
The ſcorching ſun, the toſſing wave; 
And you, the Goddeſs of the main, 
Let me remain fa long a ſlave ? 


In honour of yourſelf and fame, 

In compliment to beauty's charms, 
Oh, bear me hence, propitious dame! 
And fold me within Emma's arms, 
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Comeanion, GROGG,+ 


ON BOARD THE HY@NA. 


MovTn or Gaul Rives, May 24, 1779. 


I HAVE juſt ſlipp'd away, my dear Grogg, in a 
corner, 

To tell thee, thy Emma's a woe-begone mourner; 

To explain my misfortunes at length, in a letter; 

Though, alas! I've no hope they will ever be better. 

As one ev'ning I follow'd the ſteps of my maſter, 

Who's as fat as yourſelf—nor moves he aught faſter, 

I nimbly leap'd into the boat to receive him— 

"Twas my ule, lince a puppy, Gregg, never to leave 
him : | 

But my captain he ſtood in cenfauò on the ſhore, 

And none more loves talking than him in the corps: 

Thus he inattentive, and I full of tricks, 

lot minding the Spaniards, the boys, or their ſticks, 
A lank, meager, fallow, and ill-favour'd raſcal, 
As Janavenss ugly, and cnnning as 18, 


A favourite Spaniel, who was ſtolen by the Spaniards at 
Teneriffe, 
T 4A Newfusndlard Dog. 
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Whipt me up in a trice, and went off with the prize; Bu 
In ſpite of my friends, and in ſpite of my cries. Fo 
I'd no chance with my maſter ; he never would hollow, w 
But cry'd—let her watch—'tis her buſineſs to follow. He 
Now, if poor Maſter Tommy had only been there, He 


He had whiſtled me back with a pull of the ear. 
However, I'm ftolen—a convent my doom; 
Condemn'd to religion, fat, penance, and gloom, 
But the fat, holy Fryar, who tickles each Nun, 
Is fond of a bottle, his dog, and his gun— 

So Father Franci/co and I roam together ; 

He ſweating in woollen this kitchen-fire weather 
Who, when he is weary, returns for a nap, 
While J take a doze in the Abbeſs's lap: 

For, what is the reaſon I never could tell, 

I was always the fav'rite of ev*ry belle. 

But, alas! my goed friend, tho? in this there is eaſe, 
Vet a life of retirement my temper can't pleaſe ; 
Beſides, their religion's a burthen to me, 

For you know we've but little of that now at ſea: 

But my maſter, of late, is grown ſick of the times, 

And he carries a Chaplain, to patch up his crimes ; 

But I fear all his faith is ſhiver'd to rags, 

Nor can be repair'd by the ſkill of Dan Baggs. * 

But Liberty, Liberty's what I adore! 

The growth of dear Britain, and not of this ſhore, 

And indeed, my good friend, if things once take X 
turn, 

There's no knowing who next may or hang or may 
burn. 
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But I've told you my caſe—l may here die a martyr, 
For the place is farrounded with endleſs ſalt water. 
With grief I repine, to reflect on my lot— 
How happy I ſwang with dear Tom, in his cot! 
How I pranc'd and I play'd round the deck and the 

cabbin, 
*Till you raviſh'd my perſon like Roman on Sabine. 
And indeed, Mr. Gregg, I believe I am preg, 
For I'm now grown ſo big, I can't wag on a leg; 
And if the ſweet creatures but look like their Dad, 
With ſuch a dear offspring I cannot be ſad. 
I ſuppoſe all the love and affection of Tommy 
Went off with a bird, or a monkey, when from me- 
Well, ſend him but happy, and keep him in health ; 


The Gods give him grace, and my maſter much 
wealth ; | 


And believe me, your Zuma will die without ſigh, 
And truſt for a place among dogs in the ſky. 

For tell me, what reaſon a tenet can ſhow, 

Not to follow my maſter above, as below : 
And why ſhould divines, pray, employ each his pen, 
That dogs hav'nt ſouls, tho* companions of men: 

It is ſtuff, and not orthodox, dear Mr. Grogg, 

And contriv'd to divide a geod maſter and dog. 

My love to my ſhip-mates, Jack, Jem, and Batte/z; 
May each have allowance of borgoo and peaſe: 
May Tommy keep gay, and my Captain keep jolly, 
And take many prizes, to comfort poor Polly. 

Ah! could I but lick her white hand, I'd rejoice, 
Or ſee her blue eyes, or attend her ſweet voice; 
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For a maſler ſo kind, and a miſtreſs ſo fair, 

Will never, I fear, fall again to my ſhare. 

May they hve to embrace, when this voyage it is 0'er, 
And claſp too fo faſt, that they cannot part more; 
And if I Kuow the hearts of the man and the fair, 
They'll heartily join to the Gods in this pray'r. 
Adieu, my dear Gregg, and where-ever you fail, 
May you never, dear boy, loſe the wag of your, tail 
Whatever new beauties allure vou to ſtray, 

Vet remember your Emma tor ever and ay, 


From PAC HO To EMM#z, 


IN ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING. 


Sus. Miſs, there is ſome ſhort apology due, 
More eſpecially too, Ma'am, from Jacho to you; 


But Gregg, Miſs, you know, is a dull clumſy creature, 


Groteſque in his manners, groteſque in each feature ; 

The wretch too is fat - but he is not a fool, 

Without the advantage of public ſchool. 

My pen thereforc's yours—l with you a better, 

Yet I'm charm'd; tho' unknown, to reply to your 
letter, | 

There is not a day that you are not the toaſt, 

While I 2m belay'd to a gun or a poſt. 


* A Gambia Monkey, 
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But to hear them recount all your tricks and vour 
charms, 
Makes me figh to embrace your dear form in my arms; 
And perhaps, were you here, I'd be looſe now and 
then, 
For liberty's pleaſing to monkies and men. 
But I bear this reſtraint with the ſoubof a ſage, 
And pity the paroquets lock'd in their cage. 6 
If men would reflect, nor be ſulky and grum, 
From ev'ry condition a moral may come; 
And therefore I chatter, they're pleas'd with the 
jargon— 
In all things I make, Ma'am, the beſt of a bargain. 
When your letter arriv'd, we were ſick and diſtreſs'd, 
In Gamb:a burnt up, and deltroy'd by a peſt: 
We were nothing, in truth, but Toxades and troubles, 
The air was all thunder, the ſea was all bubbles ; 
Without any water, without any ſtock, 
The bread too all muſty—four months from a dock: 
The people all dying, the med'cines all done! 
How fit for an action when every gun 
Muſt be mann'd but by ſhadows of heroes and failors, 
As unequal to men, Miſs, as monkies and taylors. 
But I think all their hearts too were good in their 
bellies, 
Tho' they ſtood much in need of beef-ſteaks and calf- 
jellies. 
In this turmoil of ſorrow, ſea, thunder, and rain, 
We were toſs'd to and fro, like a ſhip on the main. 
the Captain moſt prudent, turn'd round on his ter, 
Put the ſhip fore the wind, to Barbadecs to go. 
E. 2 With 
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Wich a ſcanty allowance of fowls, pigs, and ſheep, 
To ſerve us a thoufand long leagues o'er the deep; 
But Thomas, you know, Ma'am, a tight little fellow, 
Is an excellent teward, for he never is mellow; 
He's ſo ſaving, attentive, and provident too, 
That he ſpins out our ſtock to a wonderful clue, 
Alas ! but for him, we ſhould ſoon come to crumbs ; 
For my principal diet is chicken and plumbs, 
With a cup full of punch, over which I have ſang 
A thouſand impromptus to Emma le Blanc. 
In our converſe and cups you are ſure to be found, 
For all other women with us are a-ground. 
We have three things on board, who, before we ſet 
ſail, 
Were ſomething like women about head and tail; 
But now they're ſo chang'd, by hard labour and 
friction, 
That to tell what they are is above all my diction. 
The Captain he laughs, and he ſays tis kis notion, 
That they'll longitude find by their perpetual motio 
Poor Tommy they nurs'd, and would often get 
drunkie ; | 
I' pledge myſelf, Ma'am, they ne'er charm'd our, > 
good unky, 
And I'll anſwer, in all, for the taſte of his monkey. 
They have gone thro” the ſhip, Ma'am, with Scorchmen 
and Teagues, 
And they favour ſo high, you may wind them a league. 
But this is a fubje& too coarſe for your noſe, 


Which knows no other ſmell but the eſſence of beaux: 
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Il therefore diſmiſs it, and beg you to think, 
You are never forgot in our converſe and drink. 
But if you will pardon a freedom fo new, 
I beg to incloſe, Ma'am, my picture to you: | 
"Tis a cuſtom but us'd by the heads of great houſes, 
When princes can't travel, and yet muſt have ſpouſes: 
Not that I my ſweet ſelf with ſuch notions am feeding; 
I can't look ſo high as a dame of your breeding; 
But in writing, or fighting, you'll e'er find me ſpunky, 
Your ſervant, your lover, your Jacho, your Monkey. - 


R O 8 E 1. 
1 | 
To Miss SOPHY LEMPRIERE. 


Lor lofty bards, in ſounding verſe, 
Of wars, of battles tell; 

While I in rural ſtrains rehearſe, 
'The charms of ſweet Ro/el. 


Here all the loves and graces reign, 
And Flora bears the belle, 

On every hill, on every plain, 
Around the ſweet Rœſel. 


* Roſct is the name of a delightful ſpot in Jerſey, the ſeat of 
Mr. Lempricre, 


Pemona 


Col 
Pomona culls her faireſt wreath, 
To crown her fav'rite maids ; 
Who knit and range the flow'ry heath, 
Or ſing beneath her ſhades. 


But where, among the virgin throng, 
Is one that can excell 
Sophy, the theme of ev'ry ſong, 
The nymph of fweet N? 


May ev'ry maid and ev'ry ſwain, 
The poet's bleſſing ſhare ; 

And ey'ry hill, and ev'ry plain, 
Feel all the poet's pray'r. 


Pomona, Queen of Fer/ey Iſle, 
Fair guardian of each belle, 

Never refuſe a genial ſmile 
To S:phy and Roſel / 


— — — — — TY 


ASE A SIL NM ILE. 


G RANT that my life may, like a ſhip at ſea, 


For ever fail in moſt top-gallant trim: 
Smoothly before the wind my veſſel flee, 


Let in the center of a circle ſwim. 


Tan 
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THe COOK-MAID, 
A . 


« Jandudum animus, et in patinis.” 


) | 
Tis a ſyſtem receiy'd on each road, at each inn, 
That the chambermaid's pretty and fair; 
But the rule we'll ſubvert, and I hope 'tis no ſin, 
If a bard. makes a Cook all his care : 
For there's nought that I've ſeen, whatſoever is ſaid, 
Like the pretty brown cook at the Blactamoor's- Head.“ 


In Gainſboro town, to all ſtrangers averſe, 
An honeſt republican breed ; 


Tho? they're churls of their broth, yet their hearts 
9 PII rehearſe, ” 
5 But give Sally the wreath and the mead : 
3 For ſhe is the laſs whom a Captain might wed, 
N The pretty brown cook at the Blackamoor's-Head ! 


As black as a ſloe, and as bright as the ſun, 

Are the eyes of this pretty brown girl ; 
They ſwim in a fluid of frolick and fun, 

And her teeth are as white as a pearl ! 
With the meat that ſhe dreſſes a king might be fed, 
By the pretty brown cook at the Blackamoor's- Head. 


1 An Ian in Gainſborgugh, 
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Ye Gods! what a dripping-pan Sally diſplays ; 
To paint it demands all my wit ; 
To bafte her ſweet mutton—1'd give up the bays, 
If ſuch fleſh I might ſtick on the ſpit ! 
Such life and ſuch ſpirits, ſuch true white and red, 


Grace the pretty brown cook at the Blackamoor”s- Head. 


How happy, thrice happy, muſt be the young man! 

Who, like me, ſhe ne'er leaves in the lurch; 

Who can uſe ev'ry day both her pet and her par, 
By her drudging-box powder'd for church. 

How I envy the dreſſer on which ſhe is ſpread, 

The pretty brown cook at the Blackamoor's-Head. 


To EMMA, ExTEMPORE. 


Hy NA, OFF GAMBIA, JUNE 4, 1779. 


Tu O' Love's my daily and my nightly theme, 
Yet of his ſofter joys I ſeldom dream; 

And tho' I preſs my pillow with a pray'r, 

That ev'ry God makes Emma all his care, 

Yet ſtill I ne'er recount her beauteous charms, 
Nor in idea claſp her in my arms. 

This is both adverſe, cruel, and unkind, 

When all my body, all my ſoul, and mind, 


Are bound, devoted to her vital ſway, 


The empreſs of my heart, whom I obev. 
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But what kind impulie touch'd on Capid's breaſt 
Laſt night, I cannot tell but when at reſt, 
And rolling, tumbling on this ſcorching wave, 
A mere ſca-drudge, a very Guinea ſlave 
Methou ght I met you, Udy, gay, and neat, 
. White, with pink ribbons, in ST. James's-ftrect : 
You ſmil'd, you look'd moſt fair, and ſmartly ſaid, 
Come home to tea, and bleſs thy Emma, Ned !— 
Whether this pleaſing aſſignation prov'd 
Too great a tranſport to the mind that lov'd— 
L wak'd—with horror curſt my cruel ſtate, 
That you was fled, and 4fica my fate. 
But be this coaſt my curſe— make Love my theme, 
And beauteous Emma ev'ry night my dream! 


S Lieutenant HENRY LEAKE 
Beixc KILLED AT HETILI-GarE IN AwtxICa, 


- 


Ar Hell- Gate Harry Leake was kill'd, 
Alas! the fatal blow ! 

In future things he was well {cill'd— 

Hal had not far to go! 
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But 
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WRITTEN Im 4 STORM, 
OFF THE Rock or GIBRALTAR, 


FEBRUAR Y 1, 1790. 


1 ; 
Gier mea thatch'd cottage beneath a green hili, 
With game in the wood, and with trout in the rill; 
The wealth and romance which muſt buoy up the Tar, 
I refixn, with the honcurs and colours of war. 


A ſoſt caſy bed, from all hurricanes quiet, 

No drum beat to quarters, no pipe make a riot ; 

But lull'd in the arms cf the girl I adore, 

I Icave fame and fatigue to the Blue-and-NMhite Corps. 


When !:2:! peits the caſement, and winds how! around, 
My curtains clofe reef'd, I ſhall fleep very ſound : 
If I vice, I may pity my meſs-mates at ſea, 

Theu coil ia the arms of my love with more glee, 


For joy in proportion ſhould mount above care, 
Reflecting on woes which nor fall to our ſhare— 
For who fees a ſip, which the ſtorm makes its ſ port, 
But comforts himſelf, that he's ſafe in a port ? 


Who does not enjoy the retreat of the cot, 

When a battle he ſces—ſafe remov'd from the ſnot! 
This maxim a foggee T P:itoſopher* ſung, 

When knowledge was ſcarce, and mankind were but 


young. 


One Mr. Lucretius, of Rome; a great ſeeds-man by trade. 
He was the firſt who wrote of propagation, and the ſcina rerum. 


Then 
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Then give me ſweet water, ripe fruit, and white bread» 
The woman I love, and a ſoft downy bed; 

Let lads now explore, I have done with the ſeas, 

I give glory for love, and ambition for calg! 


E FIG A: M. 
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Erox the ſcorching ſands of Afric's ſhore, 
Ferry and Ned advent'rous did explore; 
Through aromatic woods, and deſerts wide, 


They roam'd, with one poor ſavape for their guide. 


Fruitleſs they toil'd—at laſt the Negro cry'd, 
Here, Maſters, here—and led the Lars aſide— 
Here's ſpecial ſport for you great Bucaro men 
Here ſleeps a noble lion in his den. 

Ned ſays, go in — Ferry replied aſł eu 
being no Daniel, Sir will follow you ! 


F 2 A SON. 
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SUNG EEX TEM TORE To MARIA. 
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Sure are the ſtolen hours of Love, 
Such hours as I've enjoy'd with you: 
Thoſe hours continue to improve, 
For hours of happineſs are few. 


Ah, dear Maria / fan the flame 
Which love and friendſhip did prepare ; 
To live and love 1s all my aim— . 
Life without Love's not worth our care. 
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Lavin S and Gentlemen, I am no hand 
At paying compliments upon the land ; 

' For I've no Cree or Latin in my head— 

if | Captain and I were both at Hagping bred. 
But he, nor frighted, boldly keeps the deck, 
And ſwears no landman ſhall his veſſel wreck, 
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Such electricity nor he deſies, 
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He bade me anchor weigh—make ſail a-head, 

To ſound your diſpoſitions by the lead! 

What water have we? —Shoal!—by Jove ] fear, 

If that's the caſe, our Peter-b:at won't ſteer: 

Tho? Captain's bold, and takes himſelf the helm, 

Nor fears your ſqualls [Gallery] his veſſel may o'er- 
whelm: 

He minds no thunder, [P.] or theſe critick rocks, 

But dreads the heavenly lightning from each box. 

Such ſyrens faſcinate all ſailors? eyes. 

He comes no duffer, with falſe goods t'impoſe, 

And ſell you Spitalfields ior India hoſe; 

Nor does he ſeek this crouded, motley ſpot, 

Bending beneath a pack, like pedlar Scor - 

He courts your cuſtom, nor's the 'I ar afraid 

To ſhew you all his little ſtocl in trade. 

Avaſt He bade me look—and with a ſneer, 

Cry'd—Sam, pray ſmoak—iltore's no Exciſeman 
here !— 

If fo, poor rogue, his hopes are in the ſuds, 

For all his cargo is run dia goods / 

And ſhould you cruel prove —his venture ſeize, 

Poor Jack muſt hence unto the rolling ſeas. 

Now, were you chip- mates, you would take theſe hints, 

Nor with your ague-fortis ſpoil his chintz. 

Should you deſert him, [Vit] and his new preſs'd 
crew, | | 

Ye boys of //"appizg [Gallery] he'il depend on you. 

For hard's his fite, who 'ſcapes Atlantict fury, 

To loie his velici on the coalt of Drury. - 

: A SON. 


TR 


A SONNET To EMMA. 


AT dawn or Dar, AucusrT 22, 1779. 


7 ;:envss, bear me o'er the occan, 
To my blue-ey'd beauty's arms ; 

There, repos'd from ſea-toſs'd motion, 
Let me reſt from all alarms. 


With her friendihip there reward me, 
Rocks and billows leave behind ; 

She in halcyon moments guard me, 
Sooth my ſoul, and calm my mind, 


Happy, happy, happy ſailor ! 
After long and weary to], 
(A mere navigable jailor) 
To embrace thy native ſoul ! 


Folded in the army of Emma, 
To enjoy the nights in bliſs ; 

Reſcu'd from each ſea dilemma, 
By her ſweet, ambroſial kiſs! 


Love, perfume thy roſy pinions, 
Take che helm—my frigate ſteer! 
Jam bound to thy dominions, 
Guide me in che gay career. 
See the flow' ry ſhore's before me, 
Now I'll furl the fails of Care! 
If the ſalſe Hyere bore me, 
I am true—as thou art fair. 
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W HEN Jove was refolv'd to create the round 


earth, 
He ſubpœna'd the Virtues divine: 
Young Bacchus he ſat præcedentum of mirth, 
And the toaſt was, Wit, Women, and Wine! 


The ſentiment tickl'd the ear of each God 


Apollo he wink'd to the Nine; 
And Venus gave Mars a ſly wanton nod, 
When ſhe drank to Wit, Women, and Wine! 


Old Jede ſhook his ſides, and the cup put around, 
While Juno, for once, look'd divine: 


Theſe bleſſings, ſays ſhe, ſal! on earth now abound, 
And the toaft is, Wit, Women, and Wine! 


Theſe are joys worthy Gods, which to mortals are 


given, | 
Says Momus, who will not repine; 
For what's wu. notice, pray tell me, in Heaven, 


If men have t, Women, and Wine? 


This joke you'ii repent, 111 lay fifty to ſeven; 
Such attractions no power can decline: 


Old Jove, by yourſelf you will keep houſe in Heaven, 
We'll follow Wit, Women, and Wine. 


Thou'rt right, ſays Old Jeve, let us hence to the 2 
Men and Gods think variety fine ; 


Who'd ſtay in the clouds, when e and mirth 
Are below, with Wit, Women, and Wine! 
A RE. 
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A REFLECTION ar SEA. 


SEPTEMBER 18, 1779. 


LAT. 44 N. — LON. 29. o. W. 


W E RE I a humble ſhepherd's boy, 
I'd paſs my hours in eaſe and joy; 

I'd jocund riſe, and meet the ſun, 

And to the miſty mountain run ; 

Where I'd unfold my bleating charge, 
And let them feed, and range at large. 

A faithful dog ſhould tend my ſide 
What Na/o was, before he dicd : 

White were his feet—his colour yellow 
Three kingdoms could not find his fellow. 
Pve match'd him in the cover'd glezs 

Of Scotland, and in Iriſh fens: 

Thro' brake, thro' thicket, water, heath, 
He bore the praiſe the ſylvan wreath, 
Fam'd for fidelity and watch, | 

Him Homer's Argus could not match. 
But when his miſtreſs loſt her pride, 

And ſwerv'd poor Na/o pin'd, and died. 
A dog as faithful tend my ſide, | 
If blind, to be my ſteady guide: 

For I, with loſs of arm or leg, 

May yet, like Belliſarius beg; 

For in this age of rotten hearts, 


George hath not half Juſtinian's parts. 


Thus 
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Thus while they crop the ſcented thyme, 
I'll fing of wars in lofty rhyme ; 
And chant of billows and of ſeas, 
To give a reliſh to my eaſe : 
But yield the boatſwain's pipe and bart 
To the ſweet mattins of the lark. 
Inſtead of trumpet, and the glaſs, 
With wreathed crock I'll dightly paſs 
The velvet of the verdant lawn 
Pleas'd with the frifking of the fawn, 
Drums, guns, and tawdry, bunting flags, 
Pageants of honour—martial rags, 
I'!1 give to thoſe who can withiland 
The blooming fragrance of the land. 
In ſhort, a Shepherd I would be, 
Rather than Adm'ral of the ſea. 
Would Heaven, courteous to my pray'r, 
Give Emma faithful as ſhe's fair, 
Then would I turn upon the main, 
The fleets of England, France, and Spain, 
And freely yield them all their glory, 
Their fpatrie eſt decorum mori. 
With her the nimble hours to while, 
To ſoftly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile : 
At night with her in peace to reſt, 
Is to be molt ſupremely bleit. 


Now, nine and twenty tedious years, 
Through ſeas of grief, and valcs of tears, 
Round the great world, a ſlave I've ſail'— 
In ev'ry turn of fortune fail'd; 
G + 
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The ſport, the chip of adverſe fate, 


And old without a / eſtate. 
And to purſue the adverſe war, 


Againſt my over-ruling ſtar, 


Js but to multiply diſtreſs, | c 
Aud make me very little—leſs. 
Battle 3 and ſtorms, and adverſe climes, 60 
wlore erude and harſh than Ladie;' rhymes, 
I've ſuffer'd, buffeted, and bore, ec 
From ſea to ſea, from ſhore to ſhore ! 
Ard now, before my ſand is run, T 
Before I loſe the ſinking ſun, T 
Some halcyon harbour I will ſeo, is 
Some ſmooth, well cover'd, ſnelter'd creek ; 60 
Where I, along the bank ſecure, f 
My little bark will ſafely moor. T 
P11 furl the anxious {fails of Care, | T 
And to the hills and meads repair : 40 
O'er winter fires repeat my flor ries, 40 
My hair-breadth ſcapes, and naval glorics— ” 
Pity the impreſs'd ſons of war, Py 
And drink to ev'ry honeſt Tar, | Th 


Emma ſhall liften with delight, 

And ſing my requiem ev'ry night: 

She ſhall alone, in latter day, 

Smooth the declining, tott'ring way, 
Shall cloſe my eyes—to ope on God, 
And lay me *neath ſcme village ſod, 
Where clowns, unletter'd, ſhall rehearſe, 


And ſpell, and drawl this tinkling verſe ; 
E PI- 
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T IS wonderous ſtrange—yet 'tis true as 'tis 
« ſtrange, 

Here lies one on his back, who the world round 
„did range: 

Who for twenty- nine years cruis'd the turbulent 
«© main, 

And contended two wars againſt Gallia and Spain 

And tho? he commanded the beſt ſailing ſhip, 

That ever bore gun-powder, canvas, or flip, 

Yet he ne'er took a prize, tho' ten years a com- 
6 mand, 


That would purchaſe the Captain one acre of land, 


«6 


* * 


1 * 


ce 


4 * 


Cv 


But to what diftant country his veſſel did ſwim, 

All women and ſhips were Wænas to him. 

Yet in ſpite of diſtreſſes, and ev'ry miſhap, 

Till death let his % run down on the cap, 

With griefs and misfortunes the Sailor was even— 

He laugh'd at them all—and weigh'd anchor for 
„Heaven!“ 


A SONG 
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True SAILOR's FAREWELL. 


Tu E top- ſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea; 

But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee ! 

For tho” thy ſailor's bound afar, 

Stil! Love ſhall be his leading ſtar, 


Should landmen {latter when we're ſail'd, 
Oh, doubt their artful tales: 

No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
If love breath'd conſtant gales! 

Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 

Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole! 


Syrens in ev'ry port we meet, 
More fell than rocks and waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſb ſleet, 
Are lovers, and not ſlaves! 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho' we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares - but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main; 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'r of France and Spain! 

Now England's glory reſts with you 

Our ſails are full ſweet girl⸗— adieu! 


SON. 
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TAE SAILOR's RETURN. 


L's» Yo 


8 E A Nymphs, I have loſt my Love! 
Have you ſeen him in your train? 
He was never apt to rove, 
But with you upon the main. 


NYMPH. 


Emma, we have ſeen your Love 
Ride triumphant in our train ! 
You his abſence nor reprove, 
While at war with France and Spain, 


LADY. 


Ah ! what dangers muſt he run, 
From th' uncertain fate of war! 
Shield him from the ſword and gun, 
Siſters, ſave the gallant Tar ! 


Nx Muy. 


Beauteous Emma, calm your fears; 
Baniſh hence all falſe alarms: 
He comes to kiſs away your tears— 


He flies into your faithful arms! 


Ta 
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To Tut MEMORY 6s 


CAPTALINx CHARLES CLERKE, 
Or THe DISCOVERY: 


Who made three voyages round the world, with 
Byron and Cook; and died at Dacco, in accom- 
pliſhing the fourth. No man ever ſailed over ſo 
many leagues of water. Few men had ſo much 
coarſe wit, good ſenſe, and honeſty: no man 
poſſeſſed more honour, In the early part of his 
marine life he was a pupil of mine, and ſerved 
with me in the wars of 1757 to 1762, in the 
Dor/e«/hire and Bellona. 


Tuo in the Styx Charles Clerke at laſt is hurl'd, 

He put a girdle three times round the world ; 

But while he try'd the fourth, and proudly ſail'd, 

Death back'd his top-ſails, and moſt rudely hail'd— 

« The R-/elation, hoy !“ - Charles turn'd his ears, 

And ſaid, Death hails—let's give O/d-benes three 
cheers |— 

Meſs-mates, farewell !—Complete the voyage—T'm 
ready— 

Charon, put off! — Steer ſmall—ſteady, boy, ſteady ! 


THE 
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Tur NIGRO NAIA D. 
A PARODY ox FANNY BLOOMING FAIR. 


CompostED EXTEMPORE ON THE OCCASION IN Sr. KiTT's, 


FEzBRUARY 13, 1781. 


N OT Fanny blooming fair, 
Now caught my raviſh'd fight, 

But Fanny, plump and bare, 
And black as twelve at night! 


Whilſt eagerly I hung 
On beauties new and ſwart, 
Into the ſtream the Naiad ſprung, 
And bore away my heart ! 


In her white full orb'd eyes 
No laughing loves appear ; 

In mourning Cupid lies— 
His darts are blunted there, 


Her ſhining cheeks are dy'd 


With colour all their own; 
Excelling Bazl{ie's* pride 

His blacking made in town, 
Her well-turn'd limbs confeſs 

The lucky hand of Powe : 
Her features all expreſs, 

She's not the Queen of Love! 


See his advertiſement for ſhining liquid blacking. 


What 
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What ſtrength my nerves invade, 
| When I behold the breaſt 

| Of this bright charcoal maid, 

of Riſe—pouting to be preſs'd ! 


. Venus, round Fanny's waiſt, 
5 Has not her ceſtus bound 
1 With ſilks; nor is ſhe lac'd 
; To dance the circle round. 


But when the baxyjer * plays, 
Fann dances without ſhoes, 
Or i{tocking-—zone—or ſtays— 
The graces all unlooſe ! 


On Tue DRATRHR or 


EF LETTER FS. 


DECEMBER 1779. 


H ERE lies Lord Lyttelton, the Muſes? pride! 
Who fought for lucre on the Tory fide : 
He turn'd=then faulter'd in his ſpeech, and died. 


It is a diſcordant inftrument the Negroes bring from Africa, 
made with three wires, like the guittar z which they ſtrum to 
words of a laſcivious fort, to inipire the dancers with zcal and 
activity. 
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An EPISTLE To EMMA; 


WRITTEN IX a GalE or Wixp, 


RETURNING To BARBADOES. 


: . ! 1 * . * 
\ Y HILE it blows very ſtrong, and it rains very 


fall, 

Old Lowe's * looking out, to take care of each 
malt ; 

Tho' on Heaven than him, we ought more to de- 
pend, 


He has loſt us a yard, and a boom at each end: 

In this critical time, when all ſervice is hard, 

We ill can afford, Ma'am, to loſe a good yard. 

Palinurus is now grown fo old and fo cold, 

That the tempeſt may howl, and the Captain ma 
ſcold ; | 

The ſtiff little man, he ſtill holds the ſame grace, 

Whether anchors hold faſt, or the maſts keep their 
place; 

For, to fave the whole ſquadron, this old, eaſy 
ſinner, : 

Wou'dn't loſe a hot breakfaſt, or give up a dinner, 

*T is a fort of philoſophy ſailors ſhould learn, 

Who wiſh to be ſnug from the ſtem to the ſtern. 


„„ The Maſter of the Hræ ig. 
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Juſt now Doctor B****® is in terrible tripes ; Bu 
Fach viand he eats gives his virtue the gripes 


The ſhip ſtands on end now, ſo great is her motion; O\ 
And the Doctor leaves praying, to damn down the At 
ocean: W 
He ftarts frem the locker, and cries, Sir, I'm undone, W 
Unleſs you'll allow me to go off to London. ä 
I reply, with ſome gravity not like dejetion— _ In 
To be ſure, Dector B***®, I can have no objection ; | #3 
Let me ring but the bell, you ſhall travel ſecure, a 
I'll inſtantly order the chaiſe to the door. H 
At this he turns up all the white of his eyes, F 
Ard with paſſion, emotion, he ſhows his ſurprize, 
By calling aloud—who with him would not wonder, n 
To hear ſongs upon ſtorms, and have puns upon 
thunder ! N 
Tho' the Doctor, indeed, is not oft in this ſtyle, h 
But at preſent, poor ſoul, he's diſtreſs'd with the V 
| bile ; | 
And when that's the caſe, he finds fault with the L 
weather 
For jaundice and jealouſy gallop together ! b 
But to give him his due, on ſtrange ſhores, and long 
leas, 


1 ne'er met a perion ſo eaſy to pleaſe : 
He is eaſy in all, as old gloves and old ſhoes | 
He ſpews while he laughs, and he laughs while he 
ſpews! 
But we heal theſe ſmall ſores with ſtrong punch and 
hard bread— 


He goes upon deck, and I roll into bed, 


in 
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But when morning comes round he returns with 
freſh glee 

Owns the beſt way to London is ſill by the ſea, 

At this preſent writing, pray know you, dear Ma'am, 

We are tumbled about by a ſtorm, not a calm! 

We are bound from the fleet, with a cargo of news, 

Will make all the Minitters piſs in their thoes : 

In ſhort, to be ſhort, my dear delicate wench, 

The handſome Fack B**** is beat by the French “ 

I ſaw his ſmooth face—ſure as eggs faith are eggs, 

He'il never admire, or look more at his legs ! 

For the Tars ſay, who throw ev'ry thing from their 
gullet, 

He's a damn'd deal too handſome, to venture a 
bullet! 

Now, how things are rever:'d by brave Barrington 
Sam, | 

Who for face, fire, or Frenchman, nor cares he a 
damn ; | 

He's ſo pepper'd and maui'd, both with langrel and 
balls, | 

No drudging-box top was ſo fill'd full of holes, 

Since Harry the Fifth, *tis the next Prince of Wales, 

For her ſides have more ſhot than her bottom has 
nails. 

Tim Eduards, the Cornwall, a poor ſtingy bitch, 

Than him, in the fleet we have nothing more rich; 

Yet Timſey nor ſhew'd of his caſh any fear, 

For he fought the French fleet from the van to the 
TICar, | 


H 2 There 
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here were five but engag'd faith! T with there were 
more, 

For the ſake of the French, and the fame of the 
Corps. 

When by us from the deck the ſyuadrons were ſeen, 

We wcro chang with glee the gav, fam'd , 

And had it not been for the care of Dan Sutton, 

Who ſav'd my pour fleſh, S partake of his mutton, 

We had certainly driven this ſhip to the Devil 

But you'll !ay, my dear Delle, that his kindneſs was 
civil. 

For tho? he is brave, he was now much miſtaken, 

By calling me ofi—and by ſaving my bacon. 

Had you ſeen the two ficets, it had made you to 
dancc! | 

The Rofes of Pritain, and Lillies of France, 

Ne'er look'd in more bloom, or appear'd in more 
prime 

They were ſurely too handſome, to ſpoil at this time 

The Lillics did not like the pricks of the Roſ 

They found them too ſharp for their delicate noſes. 

Th' affair was like K*****?L—the buſineſs ill-hearted: 

They met, and they look'd, and they ſcught—and 
they parted! | 

But *twa 5 thot ght a great ſtroke - which I don't un- 


en 

That we conguer's at ſea, while they conquer'd 
land! 

With the futile idea, alas! we may ſmile, 


> 


Put while we kept the ſea, they kept ſnug ev'ry Ifle. 


Count K;/a::t. 


Thro'ꝰ 
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Thro' thunder and tempeſts of wind, ſea, and rain, 
We are once more arriv'd at Barbadoes again; 
Where we drink punch by gallons, eat pepper like 
grapes ; 
Make love like diſtration—but ſteer clear of rapes ! 
For what with the climate, and what with their toes, 
The man that makes love here, ſhould not have a 
noſe; 
But I think it is time to have done with ſuch rhyme, 
As my verſes begin to ſmell ſtrong of the clime. 
So Emma adicu—and believe me, my dear, 
I am ever thy lover, hereafter or here. 
For ever I ſigh for the claſp of your arms, » 
And go into mourning for loſs of your charms, 
But when lillies and roſes are vaniſh'd and fled, 
Neceſſity brings ſtrange acquaintance to bed. 
But the angels of Gambia, Chili, Peru, 
Can ne'er ſuperſede an idea of you: | 
_ Ev'ry hour I'm awake, ev'ry hour you're my theme; f 
When I fleep, Cupid knows I have no other dream: 
Then waking, and ſlceping, you always are by, 
And bleſs'd with that thought, I will live, and will 


die! 
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Tus ROSES Or THIRTY- ONE. 
To EMMA, Ocroztr 27, 1779, 


BeixG HER BirThH-Day, AN Db TrirTY-Oxre 
HER AGE. 


A TRUANT Tar the world I've rang'd, 


And flatter'd brighteſt eyes ; 

From fair to black I've often chang's, 
And plighted vows and fighs ! 

From Eaſt to Weſt, from North to South, 
With ardour I have run ; 

Sipp'd ſweets delicious from each mouth, 
And ne'er content with one. 


I'm now reclaim'd—my compaſs ſtands, 
Nor variation ſeeks ; 

My heart is plighted with my hands, 
My tongue but Emma ſpeaks! 

Maids in their teens | now reſign, 
By weman I am won : 

There are no Ro/es ſo divine 
As thoſe of thirty-one ! 
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The VICTORY of St. VINCENT's, 
JANUARY 16, 1780. 


Twas noon of day—the ſtorm was high, 
In ſight St. Vircent's Priory, 
When gallant Afiect ſaw 
The Spani/s fleet, triumphant boaſt, 
A pow'r upon their native coaſt, 
To give the ocean law. 


The ſwift Wæna did repeat 

The ſignal to the Britiſb fleet; 
Which Rodney's ſoul impreſt, 

With all the Hero's patriot flame, 

That fights for liberty and fame, 
To raiſe a land depreſt. 


The great good fortune of Sir George Rodney is fingular := 
On the Sth of January, 1780, he feil in with a convoy; of Spa- 
#:ſþ ſhips. with proviſions and naval ftores, for Cales, from St. 
Seba##:an's, eſcorted by a new 64 gun ſhip, moſt valuably laden. 
Theſe at once rendered a double diſtreſs to Spain, and relieved the 
garriſon of Gibraltar, after a blockade, by Admiral Barſello, of 
leven months. 


On the 16th, the Hyæna fortunately led the fleet about three 
leagues, and deſcried the hand ; otherwiſe the courſe we then 
ſteered had embayed the fleet. Shortly after, the Spaniſh ſquadron 
was diſcovered, conſiſting of 12 fail of the line and two frigates, 
about four leagues S. S. E. cf the Priory of Cape St. Vincent 2, 


under the command vf Conitnodore Don Langara, in the Phienix, 
of 30 gunte 


Say ru wr 
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For line a-breaſt the ſignal flew ! 


Which chear'd the hearts of ev'ry crew, 
To charge the haughty foe. 


The Spaniard he did not decline 


The fight, but try'd to form the line, 
To give a fatal blow. 


Too ſoon he ſaw the Eng1i/h ſorce, 
Which made him ſtoop to change his courle, 
And preſs his loftier ſails, | 
The French with juſtice ke condemn'd, 
And while his ſhips the ocean ſtemm'd, 
He turn'd his eyes to Cales. 


But tho' Langara bore away, 

He did not run to ſhun the fray, 
But ſell the battle dear: 

The Engli/b flew on wings of fame! 

Yet his retreat produc'd no ſhame— 
He bravely fought his rear. 


The Edgar and the Bedford ſail'd, 

With valiant chiefs that never fail'd, 
And led the glorious van! 

The St. Domingo ſoon confeſt, 

She by the 4jax was oppreſs'd, 
When Uwedale the man. 


The conflict now grew very hot, . 
Each party felt the pow'r of ſhot— 

The Nereids left the main: 
They div'd into their coral beds, 


To wring their locks, and hide their heads, 


And weep the loſs of Sparr. 


Neptune 


Woo 


Neptune, with anger and ſurprize, 

Turn'd on the two his ſtreaming eyes, 
And ſhew'd a ſtern deſpair : 

But when the St. Domingo fir'd, 

To ſave himſelf, the God retir'd— 
She blew into the air! 


Horror magnificent ! the blaſt 
Made fierceſt courage ſtand aghaſt, 

That never knew a fear ! 

And while for vit'ry Britons burn'd, 
With pity ev'ry Hero turn'd, 

And gave their fate a tear. 
Spain's kindred Saints nor hover'd more 
On ſilver wings, but fled to ſhore, 

Unab.e to protect: 

They dropt te curtain of the night, 
Shock'd at the ruin of the fight. 
Their mighty navy wreckt ! 


Another ſcene, as horrid too, 
Awful preſented to the view— 
The ſea was all in flame! 
The ſhips were ſhewn by their own light, 
The cannons roar'd from left to right, 
And ſpoke their Captains” fame. 


Foremoſt of theſe let Cranſton ſtand, 
An honour to the Britiſb land, 
A glory to the fleet ! 
And while we ſay that fix but fought. 
The Spaniards wreaths of laure! bought, 
By being nobly beat! 
I 


Ten 
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Ten ling'ring hours the battle hung! 
The while the vaulted welkin rung, 
With ſhrieks of wild diſmay : 
Some, who had *ſcap'd the furious blaſt, 
Cry'd, Mercy on the floating mait ! 
To ev'ry wave a prey. 


The cool, deliberate Spaniard, bore 

The ſhot's harſh whizz—the cannon's roar, 
Till Rodney bravely puſh'd 

The tow'ring Sandwich to the van— 

The Monarch ſtruck —confeſt the man, 
And all in peace was huſh'd. 


The lofty themes of former wars, 
The battles gain'd by older Tars, 
Shall not ſuppreſs this lay : 
For Spaniards never were more great 
Inferior but to thoſe—who beat, 
And chronicled the day ! 


For Spain her time devoted long, 
To give a Phenix to the throng, 

To draw their wond'ring eyes; 
This from Langara, Rodney won, 
And from the aſhes of this Don 

Shall other Phenix riſe ! 


SONG 
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Is Thx MAID or Mxico. 


FIA 1 Mann. 


Buarraix! thy chalky clifts, of yore, 
Defy'd the fury of the main: 

So when the foe aſſail'd thy ſhore, 
Thy gallant Heroes ſung this ſtrain: 


CHOR us. 
Repel the foe—we will be free, 
And reign the ſovereigns of the ſea ! 


Stconod MAN. 


The hook-nos'd Romans, ſubtle Gauls, 
Danes, Saxons, tawny ſons of Spain, 
Have bravely ſtorm'd thy Wooden Walls, 
And yet thy Heroes ſung this ſtrain ; 


Repel, K. 


Tu IRD MAx. 
Shall Britiſh beauties now deſpair, 
While we in glory ride the main ? 
Our gallant hearts ſhall guard the fair, 
And court their lips to ſing this train : 


Repel, &c. 


12 Fou rA 
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Fo ua Tun Man. 


No more let faction warp the land, 
Our happy laws, and charters ſtain; 
New Raleigh, Rodneys, ſhall command, 
If hand and heart you join this ſtrain : 


GRAN Oo CHORUS. 


Repel the foe—we will be free, 
And reign the ſovereigns of the ſea. 


A I R. 


FROou THE MAIp or SURREY. 


N OT MWind/or's turret hill ſo proud, 
With Richmond can compare 

Not Harrow's ſpire, which tempts the cloud, 
Or Hamfp/tead's half fo fair! 


On Richmond Hill my Beauty dwells, 
The Hill of all this Ifle ! 

Where ſhe's the top of all the belles, 
Tho? there the Graces ſmile. 


Oh, the Hill, the pleaſant Hill ! 
Where all the beauties dwell ; ' 

At whoſe green foot, the cleareſt rill 
RefleQs the faireſt belle 


» ns 


JED 


MOLLY PINDAR. 
15 
PIN DARICK ODE. 


Orr Coxvo Ax Dp FLORES, SEPT. 12, 1780. 


O F Pindus Hill, and Pindar's fame, 
To neither will I make a claim, 
Of neither dare to ſing; 
For one's too ſteep, and one's too high, 
Great heads, high cloud-capt in the ſky, 
Where I can't lift my wing. 


Pindar * was Greek, and Theban born, 
Above nine Bards he rear'd his horn, 
Lyrick Cornuto he | 
In this where-e'er thou dar'ſt to ſtrut, 
Or any ram-head bard to butt, 
You there may meet with me. 


Pindar, thou may'ſt of laurels boaſt, 
Thyſelf in verſe a very hoſt— 
A Poet deeply read : 
Be that thine honour and thy claim, 
Twas beauteous woman rais'd my fame, 
| To emulate thy head. 


I indar was called the firſt of the nine Lyrick Poets 
How 
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How has thy race, alas ! declin'd, 
No commentator hath defin'd ! 
That one of Pindar's name, 
Should thrive in Beverley,“ unaw'd, 
A mere long-ridden, damn'd old bawd— 
A lexicon of ſhame ! 


Alas! 'tis true—near Stell- gate Bar, 
This Cynoſure, this fiery ſtar, 
Comet of Drury-Lane |— 
Which, like a glow-worm, ſhines by night, 
For in her tail ſhe burns a light, 
As Adm'rals ſail the main. 


Hail, Mclly Pindar ! for I ween, 

When I had ſcarcely paſs'd my teen, 
Thou ginger-bread didit vend ; 

And ſure no better in the land, 

If made by Nanny Browr's clean hand, 
Of ſleek-hair'd lads the friend. 


Ah! happy days, unknown to Kings, 
When ſtripp'd to bathe in Ergland's Springs, + 
Or row the muddy Beck / 
Or upon Weſt-wood grey-pates lime, 
Or talleſt trees with ardour climb, 
E'en at the riſque of neck ! 


® Aneat town in the county of York, with an elegant Minfter, 

It was once tamous for its public ſchool, which has dwindled of 
late, | | 

+ A current where the ſchool-boys bathed, near the Weſtwwood, 

or Common z where they caught young ps/dfinches, called grey- 
Pates, the firſt year of their flying. 

But 


me 


To ſave the ſtaring, white plumb-cake, 


„ 
But neck or nothing in thoſe days, 
For no reflection ſticks or ſtays, 
A little Latin ſhou'd ; 
Enough an exerciſe to make, 


From being ſtain'd with blood, 


Ah! willow rod—thrice ſceptre dread, 
When rais'd terrifick, o'er the head 
Of ſome poor truant lad ; 
Such as John T homp/on* whilom was, 
Whom none in miſchief could ſurpaſs, 
None more for bird's-neſts gad. 


One day I ſaw a luckleſs farce, | 
In which was ſhewn his brawny a—: 
He ſtole the maſter's muffin! 
The joke, indeed, was butter good, 
For which was ſpilt ſome claſſick blood; 
Tho' flogging ſhew'd the ruffian. 


Shall I rejoice, or ſhall I moan, 
That all the thoughtleſs time is gone— | 
The truant puerile hour? 
Faith, I rejoice !—for all the glee, 
Was damp'd in youth and liberty, 
By Uſher's tyrant pow'r. 


— 20 - brats, i 


Jobn Thompſon. Major Geerge Thompſony of the 43d Regi- 


ment, 
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For if the ſpirits, gay and light, 

"Then deeds eccentrick will invite, 
To which all youths aſpire : 

But when amidſt theſe pleaſing joys, 

The name of ſchool to warmeſt boys, 
Is diſh-clout to their fire ! 


No, I deny—the puerile time, 

I'd rather range from clime to clime, 
And manly joys prefer : 

A tyrant king, if ſtampt a fool, 

Is gruel to the king of ſchool, 
Which boys, when men, aver. 


But, Beverley, I hail thy town 
For muffins fam'd, and Nanny Brown, 
Clean ſtreets, and handſome Minſter ! 
There was a time, a boyiſh time, 
When Sally Ingram made me rhyme— 
Oh, bleſs the lovely ſpinſter ! 


But ſuch a girl, at ſuch an age, 
Had charms t'invigorate old age, 
Much more to make me mount 
The flying horſe, and Weftwoerd ride, 
In all poetick rage and pride, 
To Aganippe's Fount. 


Ah, beauteous maiden ! when I turn 
To thoſe chaſte days, my heart will burn, 
On thought of beauteous Sarah! 
For ſure, no roſes were ſo red 
As thy ſoft cheeks—nor lillies, ſpread 
In all their ſplendour, fairer ! 


Long 


l 
Long has the wain of time been driv'n, 
And many voyages under Heav'n, 
I've made fince thoſe young days: 
But time, nor war, nor maids can blot, 
The ſteady love your charms begot, 
Which now with warmth [I praiſe. 


Ah, Beverley !—how fall'n—how chang'd, 
Since I the univerſe have rang'd ! 
No paſt'ral virtue there; 
For Cherry Burton beauties prove, 
Too hot for any Dutchman's love, 
How fair—if cool—as fair 


Curſe on thy art, thy tricks, thy lure, 


That drew me firſt within thy door, 
To hear thee, Molly Pindar “ 


No dairy maid could be more nice : 


If all her fire had turn'd to ice — 
But, Oh! I catch'd like tinder. 
And Robin Norris now can tell, 
Two weeks I never rang his bell, 
So humble and fo quiet. 
Had the ſtiff Baronet * been there, 
The Prince of Nonſenſe in full ſtare, 
He'd kept a conſtant riot. 
Now, Beverley, adieu for ever! 
Thou, now—and I, at length mult ſever; 
Thou'ſt burnt me to a cinder ! 
Brought'ſt me in folly to love's ſtake— 
The caſe of ev'ry Yorkfbire rake, 
Who truſts to Molly Pindar “ 


Sir Robert Hillyard, 
K 
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Tz DUTCH WA KK 


MARCH 15, 1781. 


O NE hundred tedious years, or more, 
The gentle Dorset dipp'd 

His claſſick pen, and ſhew'd ſuch lore, 
As ne'er at ſea was ſhipp'd : 

He ſang in ſuch melodious tone, 

The Muſes claim'd him for their own. 


Ne ſang to Britain's beauteous Fair, 
Of Belgick wars at ſea ; 
And caution'd them, with love and care, 
| Again inconſtancy ! 
| Alas! how much our fears muſt grow, 
If maids were falſe ſo long ago! 


What chaſter Goddeſs ſhall I woo, 
In theſe degenerate days, 

To bind up roſes without rue, 
And make my poſies praiſe : 
For hard the ſailor's fate muſt be, 

His love untrue, and he at ſea ! 


With pity, ſee the State“ decree, 
Four wars upon the main ! 

How can we fight, that are not free ? 
Love bound us with your chain : * 
Conſider, girls, how weak our pow'rs— 
| You've got our hearts—pray ſend us yours. 
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Such charity will well become 
The ſoftneſs of your ſex ; 
Or ſpite of chearing fife and drum, 
Our ſhips will all be wrecks ! 
What harbour's open on the charts, 
For ſailors who have loſt their hearts ! 


Men will exult at our diſtreſs ; 
But ſure, among the Fair 
We may expect ſome kind redreſs, 
Nor meet Myænas there: 
'Then be ye true, as we are brave, 
And Britiſh Tars will rule the wave! 


A I R, 


In. Tur IsLE or Lovz. 


[| HE roſes fade on maiden's cheeks, 
When once to Love a prey ; 


That canker-worm their doom beſpeaks— 
The bloſſom of a day! 


Then fill your ſails, or parents crude, 


Your conduct will revile ; 
If I, a dow'rleſs Maid, intrude 
From this Elyſian Iſle. 


K 2 
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To rur Mrmonry or wy Fritxp 


Mz. J. EDMONSTON, * 
or BErrwick. 


AuvcusrT 20, 1780. 


(+ Cyntra's mountain, and Calares' vale, 
Where Fora ſcents the wings of ev'ry gale; 
Where Nature reſted, when her work was o'er, 
Fix'd her retreat, and bleſs'd the flew'ry ſhore : 
For which great Ca o left the reſtleſs ſeas, 

And Pina Verde crowii'd with faireſt trees: 
Where Genius wanders croſs the troubled main, 
And turns on Findus Hill, and Tempe“ Plain; 
Where all the Muſes and the Graces rove ; 
Where Nays ſigh'd, when Pollia loſt her love— 
Here breath'd my Friend—decaying day by day, 
As ruceſt winds the taper ſweals away. 

I ſcoth'd his temper, bore him on my arm, 

And led him drooping to his native farm; 


Where eight m1id years he trimm'd the lamp of life, 


The friend of quict, and the foe of ſtrife. 
Not fond of life, nor yet afraid of death, 

He ca!mly nurs'd the aſt ſoft ſighs of breath. 
The lover, and the grateful friend, approv'd, 
Lamented in his end, by all belov'd. 


*% Whom I brought in a conſumptive ſtate from Liſbon, in the 


year 1772, and he died in 1780. 
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Tun WATER MAN; 


IN Tune Maid or SurRRELrY. 


I F the man but goes right, who follows his noſe, 
'The Waterman always goes wrong ! 
For one way he looks, while another he rows, 
And yet he keeps ſtroke with a ſong : 
He gives you a joke, 
While at ev'ry ftroke, 
His wherry flides ſmoothly along. 


How happy a ſoul might a Waterman be, 
Were his cares to his boat but confin'd ; 
He never would launch on a troubleſome ſea, 

To diſturb the content of his mind. 
But when with his bride, 
Each ftroke's againſt tide, 
"Tis tugging 'gainſt water and wind. 


But why ſhould I grieve when I look on this badge? 
When I won it—than Dict, who ſo merry! 
How it drew the black poepers of fair Wandſworth 
Madge, 
When I ſtepp'd from the boat at the ferry 
Ah, bleſs her black eyes 
That ſtroke won the prize — 
She was the firſt fare in my wherry ! 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Aw HEROICK EPISTLE 


FRN POE TE OVID. 


From THE FRENCH or M. Dorar. 


Hræua, BouLie-Day, Jerry, Seer. 23, 1778. 


A FRAGMENT. 


7 
N OW I am free! yet with a trembling hand, 


I tell my griefs from this oppreſſive laud. 


My cares and ſorrows to the world are known; 
My tears confeſs —that Julia's thin e alone! 
Where is my Ovi? What's his cruel fate? 
Oh, tell me—write me thy unhappy ſtate ! 
And what's my hope ?—Perhaps this very hour 
The hungry waves thy little bark devour ! 


Daſh'd by the billows on the rocky ſhore, 
Disfigur'd, bleeding, weltering in thy gore ! 
But if thoſe crude, deteſted climes, you prove, 
At once averſe to poeſy and love; 

Tell me, in reading o'er this plaintive line, 
Does Ovid's heart for hapleſs Julia pine? 

For thee | burn, with more than #7na's rage, 
And think, ah, think, thy abſence is an age! 
Yes, I will love thee, Owrd, while I've breath; 
Love thee thro? life, and loſe thee but in death. 


Ah! now I ſee thee on ſome broken oar, 


Ves, I will love thee, ſpite of Cz/ar's ire, 


Spite of the rage of an offended dire! 


Oh, 


C223 

Oh, fatal night, which drove thee to the deep, 

Stabb'd a fond heart, and left the wretch to weep ! 

I curs'd the Gods, my father, and my fate, 

Who exil'd Ovid from the Roman State: 

Abhorr'd, accurſed be the impious time, 

That tore thee hence, to ſuch a ſavage elime; 

That forc'd thee, weeping, from thy Julia's breaſt, 

Ere her fond heart its ſorrows had expreſt. | 

A cold, dead ſweat, my languid limbs o'erſpread, 

Chill'd my warm heart—and all my ſenſes fled, 

When you were torn, and raviſh'd from my ſide, 

The world, its glories, and its follies, dy'd ! 

Ah, woeful night, and ſad returning day! 

Which prov'd that Ovid was compell'd away: 

In grief, in rage, in ſadneſs and deſpair, 

beat my breait, and tore my flowing hair. 

Frantick with madneſs, ſought the ſalt ſea beach, 

And itrain'd my ſtreaming eyes thy bark to reach: 
| I thought I ſaw thee—the idea vain ! 


For all is falſe upon the faithleſs main— 

Methought I ſaw thy footſteps on the ſtrand, 

The fatal proofs that thou halt left the land: 

Diſtreſs'd, I pray'd the waves to take my form, 

For love's ſuperior to the wrath of ſtorm. 

My rage increas'd—l gain'd the palace gate 
Abus'd my father in his royal ſtate ; 

Call'd him the bitter cauſe of ail our woes, 

Une ſelleſt tyrant, and the worlt of foes. 

11: w.ck'd my griefs, contemptuous turn'd afide, 

\+ 11.1 all the tyranny of Roman pride; 
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While fawning, baſeſt ſaves, that ſtood around, 


Could ſympathize wih , znd fee the wound, 
The ruin, havock, which my love had made, 
And, deaf to pity, barb'rouſly upbraid. 

I curs'd mankind, and fle inhuman Rome, 

For Nature glory'd in thy a' doom: 

Rocks, woods, and caves, my fole retreat I made, 
Which neither pomp or inſult durſt invade ; 

For ſuch aiylums to the p!aci! mind 

Are horrid—yet to love Aneſs kind. 

There bury'd, hid from ev'ry human eye, 

The boſom ſtorm ſinks calm in mitery ; 

There thy ſweet verſes ſtu. upon my mind, 

And ſtill perſuade me that my Ovid's kind: 

The picture charms me in the dreary ſcene, 

Such poeſy's a remedy to ſpleen. 

I was the ſcholar thou didſt firſt improve 

Thou taught'ſt me, Ovid, thy ſweet Art of Love 
Which while I read, I bathe with ſtreams of tears, 
Or glow by turns with joy, or chill with fears ; 
Then to my lips I preſs the luſcious page, 

Which gives me tranſports both of joy and rage 
Immortal work of Nature, love, and wit ! 

For Yexus warm'd the mind, when Ovid writ. 

Ye Maids unborn, who ſhall his verſes read, 

May glow for Ovid, and for Julia bleed; 

And as his tales you more or leis approve, 

Bleſs the ſweet Maſter of the Art of Lowe / 

Ye ſighing Lovers, *tis a Lover brings | 
Theſe dictates, wrote by pens of Cupid's wings. 
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! 
J give you love, in all its plow of charms, 
As Ovid taught —when Ju ia fili'd his arms. 
T bluſh, yet pardon, if in ſaddeſt hours, 
I weave my love a wreath, and bathe with tears the 
flow'rs. | 
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In THE. SPANISH COOr RR. 


Donna JocinTH Aa. 


H ap been like my ſiſters, plain, 

I ne*er had lur'd the Prince of S5arn, 
Nor thus an exile been: 

Ah, beauty! fatal, tempting flow'r, 

I'm doom'd, fer wearing thee an hour, 
The ſtatue of this ſcene ! 


Had I ſome ſhepherd's daughter been, 

Obſcur'd within the woodland ſcene, 
In innocence and grace; 

Or o'er the tanning mountain's top, 

Follow'd my ſheep, their food to crop, 
The ſun had ſpoil'd my face. 
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An exile then I had not been, 

The prey of ſharp, corrofive ſpleen, 
The monument of woe; 

But like my gayer ſiſters, mov'd, 

At once reipected and belov'd, 
Upon tae frolick toe. 

Beauty demands an Angel watch, 

For what the tempter, man, can match ? 
What elſe reſiſt his ſuit ? 

For maidens who have beauty's dow'r, 

Tho! Angels—have not Angels pow'r, 
To guard the heavenly fruit! 


| 


. 


Gur me love, or more diſdain, 
J he torrid, or the frozen zone; 

Bring equal eaſe unto my pain, 

The temperate affords me none! 

Either extreme of love or hate, 

Is ſweeter than a calm eſtate : 

Give me more love, or more diſdain, 


Or crown my joys, or cure my pain! 
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CHARACTER or ax INDIAN CHIEF. 


Oc TO2ZER::30,- 1780. 

I AM a Chief, a native of theſe lands, 
Proud to obey the Zrer7i/p Ning's commands! 
Charm'd with your virtue, and ſuperior grace, 
Knowledge we ſeck from your enlighten'd race. 
Tho' Chriſtian moral truths to us are new, 

Yet pleas'd with virtue, we are charm'd with you! 
And by the intercourſe, as we improve, 

Encreaſe allegiance, by encreaſing love; 

And hope in future time to bring to view, 

Our Indian ſquaws, as fair and chaſte as you: 
Make falſe appoſtate ſubjects bluſh to own, 

1 hat Jaalans are more loyal to the crown, 

Than theſe the parent country bred and bore, 
Claſp'd to her breaſt, and nouriſh'd on this ſhore ! 
Nay, hope from [rdian Chiefs, that ſons may riſe, 
And live with luſtre under Britiſb ixies ! 
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Nor thus unnatural, break the public peace, 

But pray with me, this civil war mav ceaſe. 

Then ſhall the produce of this land be bore 

To foreign marts ; and ev'ry dittant ſhore 

Receive our commerce, and ackrow!edge too, 
That while we are to parent Enz/and true, 

To France ard ain 5 Uial! be hurl'd, 

And leagu'd with her, we'll conquer all the world 
This once accompliſh'd, each hail chute his ſhade, 
And ſmoke bencath the whiz-wham he has made: 
The ſword ſhall ruſt, when ſtern :ebeilion's dead, 
And cities riſe where callant ſoldiers bled ! 

Then thro? the land mall whiſkevs, coaches trundle, 
And chatte Neu England maids with heroes bundle 
Congreſs no more ſhall rack their brains, and ſcold, 
Becauſe their paper will not paſs for gold! 

New ſchemes our gallant Leaders ſhall purſue, 
And make a bank of Chili and Pera! 

Teach falſe, perfidious France, and haughty uin, 
That Bririfo ſailors will command the main! 


Tus. 
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EXTEMPORE, IN THE MORNING. 


BAaRUADbOBS-BAx, JuLY 3, 1781, 


Go, gentle Sigh, to Emma's breaſt, 
And pray the Fair to give thee reſt ; 
To take thce to her faithful breatt ! 
But if ſhe's deaf, nor turns her ear, 
And neither thinks thee true or dear, 
Come back—1'!l Crown thee in a tear! 
But if ſhe thinks thee what thou art, 
Nor ever means with thce to part, 
Cling like thy maſter to her heart. 
There nurs'd, within her boſom rett, 
Divinely cheriſh'd and careſt, 

Divinely plac'd, ſupremely bleſt! 


And if thou find'ſt, in ſmall degree, 
That tnou, chalte Sigh, my friend can'ſt be, 
Bezet a thouſand Sighs for me! 
Confirm'd, convinc'd that ſhe is fair, 
Th: 3 . beets 
zat Ihe 1s Chatte as Angels Are, 
3 5 3 . 
Le then my. Sighs didolr'd in air! 
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MAID or MARRA-CARRA'. 


SOLILOQUY. 


BETWEEN BARBADOES AN D Den ARARIE, 


nn 13,1781. 


y y HY did leave my peaceful home, 


And o'er the lifting billows roam 
With Eurepcans Why fo ralh, 

To quit my carved Calabaſh ; 

My T roclie hoſe, my coca diſs, 

My roatted p/antain, broiled fiſh ; 

My paper pet of crab and yam, 

My Indian Sire, my Negro Dam ? 

Ah! tell me, why did 1 leave theſe, 
With Buckra man to crc'is the ſeas ? 
Happy, thrice happy was my time! 
To fee the young Adana climb, 

To take the paddle, and to ride, 

In long cance, the rapid tide |! 

Where only girls, and thoſe were ſlaves, 
Would row down E/z9uebo's waves. 
Ah, Eſequebo ! mayn't ! rue 

The day | gave up home and you ; 
When 1 was eaſy, gay, content, 

Nor knew what Durch or Eng/: meant; 
When I at day-dawn took the fields, 
And thank'd the ſun for all he yields: 


Piwarree th. 
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Pixarree made, and gave it thoſe 
Who never knew the u:c of hole ; 
But with c-ab-cii could guard the ſting 

Of that dire, light, miſchievous thing, 
Muſquitio call'd; whoie itching bite, 
Tormc::ts the body day and night; 

Whole tune's more hateful to the ear, 

Than Carr;6&:s whizzing, poiſon'd ſpear ; 
Diſtreſſing, plaguing wretch, whom ſmoak 
Can only ſuffocate and choak. 

And very pleas'd | oft have been, 

To mike a fre of line leaves green, 

To drive theſe vile tormenters hence, 

To men and maidens an offence. 

Oh! if on carth there is a ſhore, 

Where ye nor bite or venom more, 

'That land with rapture Vil embrace, 

And praiſe the God that bleſs'd the place: 
Live happy, gay, and free from ſore, 

Nor ſigh for Marra-Carra more! 

Yet, when I Marra-Carra name, 

I feel a ſtrange, uneaſy ſlame; 

A glow, a trilling, thro' my blood— 

Then wiſh I ne'er had croſs'd the flood: 
Repine the loſs of cocoa milk, 

Nor ſmile on banffs, chintz, gauze, or ſilk. 
Thrice happy wench ! undreſs'd and bare, 
Who ſcorns the ſun, and tanning air; 
Who buxom pads the ground along, 

And hears tne Iadian's ſavage ſong z 


* An intoxicating Indian drink, made from a fermentation of 


the pine, 
Who 


1989 


Who, carseſs of the ſerpent, treads, 

Yet ſand flies, ants, and giggers “ dreads; 
Who to the Sama or the fiddle, 

Dances, with guais + round her middle: 
Nothing to hide her ſhape and mien— 
Her bum and boſom equal ſeen ! 

When hot, ſhe plunges in the wave 
Here's lux'ry, Chriſtians, for a ſlave ! 
When cool, ſhe tries the dance again, 
And courts in lap f ſome active ſwain ; 
Who with her in a hammock ſwings, 
Happier than Eurepean Kings; 

Who make their loves their pleaſing theme 
Draw health and pleaſure from the ſtream, 
| Theſe muſt Jaceba now refign, 

The pine, the ſhaddock—all decline ! 
Leave bloom on ever-verdant trees, 

In cold and chilly climes to freeze. 

Ah, woe the hour ! the day be mourn'd, 
That I from Marra-Carra turn'd ! 

But if 'tis true, as I am told, 

That girls in Exgland ne*er grow old, 


It is a ſmall fly in ſandy ſoils, that pierces the fin, and 


blows the fleſh, by leaving in it a ſmall maggot, which diſcovers 
itſelf by the moſt pleaſing titulation; but encreaſe in numbers 
and ſize, and at laſt make a dangerous fore. 
A fort of primeval fig-leaf, made of beads, and uſed by 
Indian belles, to hide their nakedneis. 
t A covering round the middle of the men, which runs in a 
flip to the ground, and is fringed and ornamented; but it is a 
mere apology for kiding the filth of the privacies, 


But 
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But paint ſo well, ſo very new, 

Beyond our Launa, or Raucos ® 

If ſo, I leave GCu:ana's ſhore, 

Nor ſigh for Marra-Carre more 

But paint like other Britiſb maids ; 
Flaunt it in ſattins and brocades : 

Pinch up in little ſhoes my feet, 

And ſmell of more than Tonka + ſweet! 
Smile on the voyage acroſs the mala, 
Nor Marra- Carra ſeek again ! 

But if of me my mother hears, 

And for her daughter ſheds ſad tears, c 
Tears I'll return—and bleſs her years: 
Breathe to Guiana many pray'r and ſigh, 
And Marra- Carra hope beyond the ky |! 


* Tuices of fruits, black and red, uſed by the Guianas to paiat 
their bodies, 


+ A tree of amazing ſize in Berbice, that bears a bean of odo- 
riferous ſcent. 
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V 


HE. 


I N thee, fair Maid's collected, 
The virtues of the mind; 

Which, as by glaſs reflected, 
May poliſh human kind. 


Thy peerleſs, chaſte deportment, 
Makes all the Graces thine : 

Love choſe the fair aſſortment, 
To prove the work divine! 


SHE. 
Wilt thou the prize of glory 


Reſign for love of me; 
Whoſe ſimple, artleſs ſtory, 
Is fraught with miſery ? 


Then hear me, generous Sailor! 
No damſel on thy ſhore, 


'Tho? wealth and charms avail her, 


Can ever love thee more! 


La.Y $2; 


HIGH- 
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HIGHLAND NELLY. 


A SAILOR's voice, tho? coarfe, can raiſe, 
A note to melodize his lays, 
And leave the ſwelling ſeas to praiſe 
The charms of Highland Nelly / 
The droning bag-pipe ſtill be mute; 
Such muſick with ſuch charms nor ſuit, 
When ev'ry Muſe will tune her lute 
In praiſe of Highland Nelly. 


_ 


Ye limpid rills, ye daified plains, 

Where mild content in cottage reigns, 

Repeat abroad the plaintive ſtrains, 
Which flow in praiſe of Nelly : 

Still be the Lowland Laſſes fair, 

Still be they proud of golden hair— 

But where's the grace, the mien, the air, 
Which ſhine in Highland Nelly ? 5 


— - 
2 ee ee —ä <———————o_ ” % „„ „„ 
— 25 ” 


8 Amidſt her Nymphs when Yenas ſtood, 
Fair as ſhe left the ſilver flood, 
Unleſs ſhe mov'd, no gazer cou'd 

Diſcern the Queen vf Beauty: 
Thus at a Lowland ball I've ſeen, | 
Unmov'd, this pretty Highland Queen; 
But when ſhe danc'd—ye Gods! I've been 
in love with Highland Nelly / 
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UNIVERSAL HUM-BUGG! 


Wonen has paſs'd the Cancer line, 


' | In this, as failor, muſt agree; . ] 
| (The cauſe let Maſter Dunn“ define), 

| Down ſun, down zephyr, and down fea ' 8 
| But ſo it is—and azure blue, ad 


| Tranſparent bright, adorns the waves ; 
| Where fying fiſh, with wings untrue, Bu 
Make Dolphins mouths their certain graves ! 


| 90! 

Ah, gay Dorado, queen of fiſh ! Bu 

Swift as the arrow from the bow : Bu 

Yet thou becom'ſt the common diſh, Bu 

Of common tars who ocean plough ! Ar 

All life is fleſh and graſs at beſt, 5 

Father eats ſon, and ſon eats mother ! a 

5 Age | TI 

rom pole to pole 'tis all a jeſt— 11 

Man, beaſt, bird, fiſh—eat one another Fo 

. A great mathematician, and maſter of the Author, _ 
A1 
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To MY DEAREST MisTRESS, 
— a GRID , * 


Hy Na, OFF SURINA:!, SEPT. 5, 1781. 


Gay, what's in life, beſide what you can give? 
What other hope, or with, have l to live ? 

What other pleaſing thing to man is giv*n, 

But love and women? Which make up his heav'n! 
Some ſigh for riches, ſome for feather'd fame; 
Some ſail the world around to get a name! 

But moſt miſcarry—gallant, or well ſkill'd: 
Burgoyne's * out-witted—hungry Cock + is kill'd ! 
But if we range the earth, or ſail the ſea, 

And human nature make our generous plea, 
Then doth the Patriot like the Angel riſe— 

He acts on earth the duty of the ſcies! 

This is my biaſs in a juſt degree, 

The love of human nature, and of thee ; 

For ſhort's the race that I expe to run, 

Beneath the vertical, and blazing ſun; 

Where exhalations blight the zephyr's wing, 

And death triumphant reigns the tyrant king : 


6 Burgeyne ſurmounted ravalines and counterſcraps, foſſes 
and chevaux-de-frieze : he got over every thing but Gates /! 

+ C::k had the true ſpirit of perſeverance—a virtue in an ex- 
plorer; but he had the meanneſs of lengthening his voyage for 
the lucre of pus ſerage he ſtarved his people ! 
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Where love or beauty never touch his mind, 

Tno' Roths, ® the firſt and faireſt of her kind; 

Where the ſweet maid diſſolves in beauty's grace, 

Tbe roſes fading on her lovely face; 

Vet he relentleſs ſees the angel die, 

While we with tears reſign her to the ſcy. 

Here baniſh'd, and confin'd to ev'ry care, 

Beſet wah ev'ry evil, ev” ry inare ; 

Whe tilence, and ev'ry black diſeaſe, 

Send out death-warrants with the daily breeze 

Where no exception's made to faith, or wit, 

But beauty, valour, love, and fame, ſubmit. 

Theſe climes what right had I to ſearch, explore, 

Negroes were made the natives of this ſhore : 

I came not here for wealth, or love, or fame— 

I came to cheriſh, comfort, and reclaim ; 

And in the taſk ſucceeded with ſome few, 

Whoſe minds were generous, and whoſe hearts we 
true. 

But to receive the praiſes of the whole, 

Envy hath never ſpar'd the human foul : 

For here ſhe monſters found to take her part, 

Where rancour helps the malice of the heart. 

To ſuch a clime, 1n ſuch a growing age, 

Too old a lover, and too young a ſage 

To ſerve my country, drooping in decline, 

I brav'd theſe climates, bord' ring on the line; 

And for my zeal, my conduct, and my care, 

Found monſters here, leſs vermin than men are. 


® A young lady, of Irifþ deſcent, with every amiable accom- 


pliſhment, a martyr to the diſzaſes of Nemararice 


Burt 
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But 
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But I have done—and now one hope remains 


The hope of ſeeing you for all my pains ! 
That happy bleſſing, on my native ſhore, 


Would pay me, bleſs me, Emma, o'er and o'er ! 
The thought's too rich—the bleſſings far too great! 


For him reduc'd by grief, and ſick eſtate, 

It is too great to have—then if I die 
Relieving thought - there ends my miſery. 
But my intuitive and mounting ſoul, 

Points an hereafter, clear of this dark pole ; 
Where I with wits and beauty ſhall agree, 
And mid'ſt celeſtial creatures challenge thee : 
Gaze on thy ſpiritual and angelick face, 
Made more divine by more diſtinguiſh'd grace; 
Give all material cloathing to the grave, 

Call thee my Spirit, be thy conſtant ſlave; 
Poſſeſs thy mind, exalted, ſtrengthen'd, free, 
And paſs Eternity, in love, with thee ! 
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THE INDIAN MAI D. 


DEMAARARIE, Ocr. 27, 1781. 


Tur Indian Maid who lightly trips, 
The Dryad of the Guava Grove; 
The zone of Fenaus round her hips, 
And We with youth, and bleſs'd in love! ' 
Gold rings adorn her noſe and arms, 
And leaves of beads veil naked charms. 


Or if ſhe quits the golden wood, 
Pierc'd by the ſcorching ſolar beam, 
She plunges in the cooler flood, 
And ſwims the Naiad of the ſtream : 
Adores the God in ev'ry air, 
And ſmiles the Maid without a care. 


Or if more diſtant creeks invite, 
To fith, to fow!, or ſeek her love, 
She paddles the canoe upright, 
Where Chriſtian maids would fear to move; 
On ſome fair tree her hammock ſwings, 
Nor envies ſhe the beds of kings. 


Like other belles, of other ſhores, 

She daubs her limbs, her face, her hair: 
Raucoo and Laura + ſtop the pores, 

Againſt mulquittos and the air. 
Put theſe, I truſt, nor ſpoil her ſkin, 
They're to defend—not lure to fin. 


+ Paints uſed by the Indians; ? the firſt red, the latter black, 
A beau- 
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A beauteous bronze ſhe ſtands conſeſt, 
Venus nor Hebe more compleat ; 
With various feathers trick'd and dreſs'd, 
Perfum'd with Tonkay flow'rs moſt ſweet ! 
And when ſhe moves, her mien and grace, 
Prove her the Goddeſs of the place ! 


An--1MPROM-P-:T- U; 


AT S834, JULY. it, 1781; 


A RASCAL who has not an eye in his head, 
To govern the empire of love! 

By a maxim ſo falſe, Gods above may be led, 
But Cupid I now diſapprove, 


*Tis ridiculous, maidens, and well may ye ſtray, 
Tis a ſalvo for error in kind: 

For the ladies proceed in ſo wanton a way, 
We may well ſay their leader is blind. 


A boy without eyes thus to govern the Ball, 

And led too by Folly around! 
There's no wonder that virtue each day has a fall, 
And vice from the ſtroke has a bound. 


The Tonkay tree, one of the largeſt of the creation, It bears 
x fweet flower, which ſets in a bean, and ſmells like new hay. 
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The College wit, who never was ſick, 
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MR. CHARLES DENTIS, 


Urox TAXING LEAVE OP HIM, 


REqQueESTING THAT I WOULD ACCEPT HI8 
BOOKS AND PAPERS AT HIS DEATH. 


Raven, AT GalLEeoxn Reach, Dec. 17, 1771. 


Nos patriam Fugimus. 


'T zvs, as /Eneas ſought of yore, 

The bieſſings of a foreign ſhore, 

We range abroad on Raven wings, 

To ſee the land ſweet Virgil ſings, 

You'll ſay, can Virgil ſailors pleaſe ? . 
Tars icarching out for claſſick ſeas ! 

The thought is new—but ſure a Triton 

May write of ſeas—that he dare fight on! 

Wil ſpew, to hear of ſailor's claſſick: f 
Will are on Cruſee and on Byron, 
As anima s mcre ſtrange than Chiron. 


Mell, let them ſtare - we'll never ſtop, 


ike that old rambling, plodding fop 
Our ears with wax, but take each Syren 
Within cur arms—that's worth admiring ! 
But now adien, Amico Caro, 
As lweet as Ovid, or Dan Maro; 


But 
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But pray, dear Charles, retain your papers ; 
Never give way to ſpleen and vapours : 
Live, laugh, and fing—and cut new capers ! 
Would Spaniards fight, as well as menace, 
I'd write how they were trimm'd by Denis. 
A tale like this one day I'll tell 
Pray for a war, and wiſh us well. 
On Mazrze- Hill may the Phebus ſhine ; 
May you be nurs'd by all the Nine ! 


And when with gout you're making faces, 
Think of your friends on board the Raven, 

Who may perhaps be in worſe caſes— 
Without a rudder or a haven ! 


However, Charts, we will live gaily, 
Our ſails are full—ſo multum vale. 


To Tus Mrwuory or 


CAA RUTHVEN. 
85 Or run GLORY. 


DzeEtMBER 27, 1771. 


H E who once led the Glory o'er the wave, 
Mingles with kindred heroes in the grave : 
Here let the braveſt and the wiſeſt own, 

That ſenſe and valour reſt beneath this tone ! 
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WRrITTEN ar Liszox, Ferrwuary 29, 1771, 


BEING HER BirTH-Day. 


8 HALL gentle Pollia leave her native ſhore, 
Nor I record the charms I've ſung before! 
Shall ſhe once more attempt the raging main, 
Nor I renew the pleaſing natal ſtrain ? 


I cannot ſay the taſk is hard, 

It is no labour to your barg; 

Beſides, Who would refuſe to. praiſe. 

A Dame, the wonder of her days ! 

The wedded ladies envy you, 

To find you have a ſpouſe ſo new; 

A huſband that can ſing your charms, 

As well as claſp you in his arms ! 

Such Captain bards are quite as rare, 
As your ſuperior worth among the Fair. 


But, gentle Pollia, muſt I rhyme, 

Becauſe we're in a foreign clime ? 

Can I no longer ſhift or cavil, 

But tell the world how you did travel 

Upon a Raver's ſooty back | 

Where you were forc'd to tack and tack ; 

Becauſe the Gods were all unkind, 

Nor would they grant a proſp'rous wind; 
| | Which 
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Which FYenus, Goddeſs of the Sea, 
Refus d, thro? female ſpleen to me, 

Becauſe you fairer was than ſhe ! 

She is not ſingular in this— 

Juſt ſo ſhe ſerv'd the Grecian Miſs : 

The ſweet Europa, like a trull, 

And plac'd her on a ſurly bull ! 

Why, Venus, wilt thou be as croſs, 

To our black Corus, as to Bos ? 

We daily ſacrifice to you, 

Whether at Liſbon or at Kew; 

Nor will we ceaſe to rev'rence thee, 

Whether on ſhore or on the ſea : 

Then pray, while Pollia's young and fair, 

Make her thy moſt peculiar care ; 

For tis a ſecret now between us, 

She'll credit you, dear Madam Venus, 

As much upon the claflick ſhore, 

As Mrs. Helen did before. 

Therefore, to ſuch you ſhould be kind— 

She only aſks a ſteady wind ; 

And that you'll ſave her from each ſhelf— 
Small favours thoſe, to one ſo like yourſelf! 


Venus, each rhyme I make muſt plainly ſhow it, 
I'm an unfaſhionable ſpouſe and poet 
And folks will fay, in future days, 


What ſtuff !—a huſband thus to praiſe 1 
A little, trifling, dowdy wife; | 
As if this pair had never ſtrife ! 


1-9-1 


Ladies forbear, your cenſure end— 
Pollia ſhe was the wife—but Pallia was the friend! 


And thou ſweet, frolick /enus, hear my pray'r: 
Make Pollia old - but keep my Pollia fair! 


Compariſons are odious things, 

Whether of common folks or kings, 
And ſeldom do ſucceed: 

For Vena can I now compare 

With Portugue/e—my Pollia fair 
Alas ! not I indeed. 


And ſhall I too theſe dames condemn, = 
If Liberty's unknown to them, 

( Sweet growth of Runny-Mead, ) Fo 
Pellia, I will not cenſure thoſe 01 


Who can't enjoy our happier laws, 
Alas! not I indeed, 


May each ſucceſſive birth-day prove, 


The blefling of the maid I love! _. Le 
And when each poet's reed | 

Is tun'd unto ſweet Pollia's praiſe, We 
Shall I be filent on ſuch days ? | 
By Love, not 1, indeed ! | Ric 

Ou 
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d 

His 
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FrnoM THE SYRENS. 


a 1 


FORECASTLE, 


Tuo ſhipwreck'd on a coaſt unknown, 
From ſweetheart far, and wite, 

Is there a ſailor that will own, 
He cares a hg for life? 

For let the world wag as it will, 

Our courage never fails us ſtill, 


Fal, la, la, la! 


TRAVERSE. 
Let plodding landmen now repine, 
And brood o'er ill-got wealth; 
We chearful croſs each diſtant line, 
Nor value aught but health : 


Riches we never keep in view, 
Our purſe is India and Peru! 


Fal, la, &e. 


GALE. 


Let lubbers ſaivel, grieve, and pine, 
No cares belong the Tar ; 

His fortune never can decline, 

While there's or trade or war! 


E 
He 
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He ſhakes his trowſers in the wind, 
He tacks, and leaves his cares behind. 


Fal, la, e. 


MARGERY; 


Once more my beating heart's at eaſe, 
And thank the ſteady plank, 

Whach bore me o'er the roaring ſeas, 
To thee, my faithful Fraxk : 

More true the needle ſhall not prove, 

Than 1 unto my Sailor's love! 


Fal, la, &c, 
ForRECASTLE. 


Inconſtancy is all we fear, 
In women and in wind; 
But give us gales that do not veer, 
And laſſes fair and kind; 
Then who can match the gallant Tar, 


Whoſe glory's Women, Wine, and War! 


Fal, la, la, la! 


To 


To 


BK 


To unn MrwoOontr' © 
Lirur. JOSEPH THOMPSON, 
Or Tur  DELAWAR FeriGaTE, 
WHo was KILLED IN AMERICA. 


MalrrEx AT Barron WaTER-5sibe Tovse, 


AFZsTL . 177% 


/ 


A MONO DF. 


A S late TI -wander'd o'er the margin green 

Of rapid Hymber—where old Ocean's queen 
Paſſes in dalliance oft the halcyon hour, 

And leaves in deeper ſeas her coral bow'r— 
Walking and muſing by the fiiver ſtream 

My wonted cuttom—and my Love the theme, 
Surpriz'd, I ſpy'd upon the daſied bank, 

A troop of Nymphs, drying their treſſes dank. 
They ſeem'd offended at th* unhaliow'd tread, 
And plung'd at once beneath the wat'ry. bed ! 

It was the ſpot, where oft, in youthful play, 
I've blithſome paſs'd the puerile hours away: 
And ſure thoſe know, who can remember ought, 
Thoſe hours are lighteſt—when devoid of thought! 
Happy remembrance! that can bring to mind, 


lime fo remov'd, and pleaſures Nicer as wind. 


O Thee, 
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Thee, flow'ry Ferriby, ® the fav'rite theme : 
Ot ev'ry Muſe on Humber's turgid ſtream ; 
Doubly to thee my gratitude is due— 

With thee I faſhion'd, and with thee I grew; 
And now, chaſte ſod, one filial tear accept, 
More harden'd Sons leſs worthy Mothers wept ! 
Let me, who was refus'd to tend her bier, 
Sprinkle her hallow'd grave with one true tear, 
For near the ſacred ſpot, the Nereid train 

Had ſportive landed, when they left the main; 
And ſure, in compliment to one ſo good, 

i hey gave the place a pref rence to the flood: 
And well they might, for they could not prefer 
Their gayeſt, faireſt, chaſteſt Nymph to her. 
*T was on this ſpot the Nereids took the tide, 
And near this ſpot—my tender Mother died ! 
Wrapt in amazement, I beheld the place, 
here the rude waves firſt hid the filter race; 
When lo! in mantle of the myrtle green, 
With viſage pale, dejected, and ferene, 

A choſen Nymph roſe from the briny deep, 
And ſuch her grief, tho' wet, | ſaw her weep ! 
Her right hand pointed to the hallow'd ſhore, 
Her left a bright, reflecting mirrour bore ; 


A village about nine miles from Heli, the country reſidence 
of the merchants of fo tune; where our Author was nurſed, and 
where his mother is buried. A place not inferior, in rural beau- 
ties, to Richmina, Windſcr, or any other ſpot» The villize is 
beautiful placed on the tide of a rifing hill, and commands the 
county of Liucein, and the City, acroſs the Humber. 


And 


— 


nd 


44 
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And on its ſurface all the features ſnow'd, 

With which in life my darling e glow'd. 
Struck with the form, I daih'd upon the ground, 
When lo! a hollow dirge their conchs reſound © 
A peal fo ſolemn, from the murmuring wave, 
Might have commanded Marvell from his grave! 
And well I ween, in theſe diſtracted hours, 

We need at once, his virtues and his pow'rs. 

No ſooner was the woeful concert done, 

Than a black cloud ſpread o'er the golden fun; 
And the fad Nymph who did the mirrour bear, 
Firſt ſhriek'd, then tore her long diſhevell'd hair; 
The glaſs ſhe broke in phrenzy, on the ſhore, 
And thus in plaintive ditty did implore. 

Ah, wretched land! when all thy Chiefs contend, 
To bring thy glories to a ſhameful end; 

When he deſign'd the guardian of the laws, 
Leads the fell madmen to ſupport a cauſe, 
Which in the end mutt ſtain the land with blood, 
And give to France the empire of the flood. 
Here ſee the bloſſom of a Father's joy, 

Nipp'd in the hope of an advent'rous Boy; 
Who join'd the Civil War by ſtern command. 
He nor by inclination rais'd his hand, 

The hoſtile, curs'd, avenging ſword to draw, 
*Gainſt thoſe who fight—for Liberty and Law! 
Peace to his manes !—while this modeſt verſe 
To ſons unborn his virtues ſhall rehearſe. 


Q 2 6 Of 
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„ Of Hoave's“ brave Youths he was the gallant pride, 
He liv'd in honour, and in glory dy'd!“ 

At this | ſtarted from the clay- cold plain, 

And the ſad Nymph plung'd in the briny main. 
Ah! ye who fix upon a darling bov. 

Your little comfort, hope, and tranſient joy, 
May feel too ſoon the fatal ſting I feel, 

Which ail the art of med'cine cannot heal. 

*T was | that train'd him to the wayward deep, 
And [ his lots will never ceaſe to weep ! 

Join me, ye Maidens, in the plaintive ſtrain, 
And teil his virtues to the ebbing main, 

That diſtant nations may repeat his name, 


And r:bng Sailors imitate his fame 5 


Lord Hebe made him a Lieutenant, for his gallant conduct 
in the reduction of Mud Iſland, in the River Delaware. 


A SON- 


1 101 J 


KA N 


FROM A LADY in ENGLAND 
To HER LOVER in SPAIN. 


7 ;eeny RS, bear me from this Iſland, 
O'er the vie ding briny main, 

To the am'rous clime of Lovers, 
Tawny, continental Spazrn. 


Underneath the Rhododrendon ® , 
With my Carles Vil recline ; | 
g Or thro” groves of myrtles wander, 
Nor for chilly Britain pine! 


In a cot of ruſhes lay me, 
| Shaded from the ſolar heat, 
By the citron and pomegranate 
Carles fighing at my feet! 


O tranſporting, ſweet idea! 


Courteous Cup:4, God of Love, 
Realize imagination, 


And thy vot'ry's pray'rs approve! 


® A beautiful Roſe Tree. 
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Tur SHEPHERDS. 


AT-Ivysra-Banrgs. 


To F 


Fi 1. 


Cory, ſome miſchance you've had 
Teil me, Shepherd, why ſo fad ? 


SECOND. 


Ev'ry grief that life can prove— 
Shepherd, I- have loit my Love! 
Heav'n nor fram'd a Nymph more fair, 
Gentle, ſmart, and debonnaire: 

Such as Hebe is to Fowe, 

Shepherd, fuch to me's my Love! 
Mention not the grievous ſtrains, 

Nor renew my boſom pains. 


Rs, a Sane 3 aa G 


FI RS r. 


I, alas ! with you repine 
Edward, thy misfortune's mine: 
Girls now jeer my gloomy look, 
Tear the roſes from my crook ; 
How with me is chang'd the time ! 
I nor play my pipe, nor rhyme. 


SECOND, 
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SECOND. 


Turn to yonder hawthorn buſh— 
Hear the jocund, ſpeckl'd thruth ; 
He too, like the ſons of men, 
Sings to pleaſe his fav'rite hen, 


FirsT. 


Shepherd, true—but when ſhe's gone, 
Soon, alas! is chang'd his tone: 
There's no muſick in the grove, 
When the mate has loſt his love! 

All is miſery and gloom, 

Birds nor ſing, or flowrets bloom! 


SECON p. 


I've a grief beyond the reſt ; 
Shepherd, in the fleet I'm preſt! 
I muſt leave my native ſhore, 
Nor behold her beauties more. 
Muſt I then reſign her charms ? 
 Yes—my Country calls to arms! 


A SAILOR's 


E tet 1 


A 
SAILOR's DESCRIPTION I 
OF THE J 
AMATO DENA TM I 
| AS PLAYED BEFORE THE 1 
j KING or DENMARK, 
| B 
iz TO A CROWDED, MOTLEY. AUDIENCE, IN THE 
N HAY- Mak EK EKT. v 
i Line Mall, faith, and I, from Wa! fing came * 
$ up, 
1 To ſee the fine ſhow, and the folks; | 
|: But for fear of miſtakes, we thought beſt for to ſup, IF 
if For theie courtiers have comical jokes. | 
. 5 
$ When firſt we came in, I was *maz'd to behold ! Bu 
1 Night at once was all chang'd into day: 4 
ik The foli:s ſeem'd to roll like a vaſt ſea of gold, Th 
it And tae gal.'ry ſtuff'd full, like a play. 8 
| | . 8 Ji 
i Little Mell dropp'd a-ftern, being afraid to mike ſail, 7 
RF Til I at her helm tock a ſpell ; . 
it When, whip in a trice, ſhe ſtcer'd up within hail Ma 
if Of the Devil, juſt landed from Hell! we 
: 0 


Lord U 


— * 


ord 


Each Duke, ev'ry Ducheſi-—each Lady and Earl, 


Some call'd me a lubber, unfit for my part, 
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Lord bleſs me, ſays ſhe, Ben / where have we got ? 
This company's too good for we / 


Sure at home he was cold, and's come here to be hot, 
For ſuch Devils I never did ſee 


The Devil ne'er mind—heave a-head, my dear gi irl, 
And [I'll ſhew you the King of the crew; 


And when | bump, do you curt'sy too! 


Like a Tragedy Queen, when Moll ſaw the King, 
Plump on her bare knees ſhe fell down: 

But, by Neptune, I ſoon made her riſe with a ſpring, 
And ſwore ſhe knew nought of the town, 


Ve parted—and J, faith, who like to be ſmart, 
Ae d on board of a Shepherdeſs ſweet, 
Who, with no other crook than her eyes, hook'd my 
heart, 
As faſt as if preſt in the Fleet. 


She pull'd me avout (till parch'd was my mouth) 
At the rate of ten knots by the log: 


But I ſoon found this King was no 'Far—but a youth, 
For he Burgundy gave us as grog. 


This gay, little Shepherdeſs, faith, was ſo ſmart, 
She tow'd me irom pillar to poſt; 


And wreck'd on the Maſquerade coalt. 


Mandarins and Nabobs were as plenty as rice, 


Jews, Negroes, Banyans, and what not; 
There were characters purchas'd at ev'ry price, 
Unleſs the raw, bra”, letter'd Scor. 
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In this ocean of pleaſure, egad ! there were Tars, 
Who ne'er paſs'd the buoy of the Nore; 
There were ſoldiers, like Hymen, “ who knew not of 
wars, | 
And domino fools by the ſcore ! 


There were Pilgrims and Quakers, Blacks, Witches, 
and Nuns, 
Minervas without ſenſe or tongue, 
Who falter'd and lifp'd out ſome feminine puns— 
* Do you know me ?” was all ſaid or ſung. 


Grave Conjurors too, who ne'er conjur'd before, 

And Harlequins, heavy as droſs ; 

Mild Night too, who long ſhone the ſun of this ſhore, 
But ſct in the fair Mrs. R/. + 


Old Wives were at once to dull Generals turn'd, 
And Tan red, t in forrowful ſtrain, 

Wept Philip's wrongs—and then inſtantly burn'd, 
For Diana, from lewd Drury-Lane. 


There was ſupper, they ſaid—we got nothing to eat; 
Here a fort, there a tow'r, here &. Paul; 

But all cramm'd, as at ſhort allowance of meat, 
Gorging garriſons, gardens, and all, 


®* Perſonated by Mr. H——, 


+ Eehold in character of Night, 
All clad in dark array, 
Farny appears !—the thought how right | — 
Fanny has had her day 


7 Old Muilmaen, 
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By ſtrange kitchen alchymy, every diſh 
Seem'd tranſmuted for Ep'icure Mammon: 
There was fiſhi filed fleh, and fleſhified fich, 
A calf's head ſeem'd a fine jole of ſalmon! 


When I thought I took one thing, another I got, 
The French cook fo well knew h:s trade, 

That ev'ry thing look's like what it was not, 
And the diſhes were all maſquerade. 


There were none loſt their wit, there were ſome loſt 
in pet, 
In ſhort, 'twas all Heorew to me; 
So my anchor I tript, with my kind little Bet,“ 
And paid Mu wich a top fail at ſca! 


A AT 1 0K MES 
InScCRIBED To EMMA. 


A H, fare thee well! I kiſs thy lilly hand; 
Bound on a voyage to ape and monkey land. 
Had we not apes and monkies here before, 
But I muſt ſearch them on a ſavage ſhore ? 
But ape and monkey cannot be to me, 

Nor the fell monſters of the raging ſea, 


Mrs. Peel], wife of the celebrated Tragedian, who was 
not leſs reſpected for her domeſtic virtucs, than he for i; drama- 
tick ability. She lived admired, and died lamented. 
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So fell, ſo ſavage, brutal in their kind, 

As the Attorney! -Monſter of mankind ! 

That more than Canibal, that beaſt of prey, 
That feeds on human nature day by day! 

Riſe, generous man, and all thy rage be hurl'd, 
On chis fell caitif, that devours the world! 


N 


Ox raRTI BCG WITH EMMA, aT SBRREWS BURN, 


JuxE 15, 1778. 


Mocn had I, Severn, ſang thy ſtream, 
And Shrew/oury's old famous Town; 
Made ſnady QVarry“ all my theme, 
"Where Beauties walk the meads new mown ; 
And ſure no meads are fairer plac'd, 
Or with more lovely Ladies grac'd. 


Whilom we're told, Sabrina + chaſte, 
Would liſt the love-lorn Virgin's plaint, 
And from her ſedgy bank would haſte, 
Jo help a weeping ſiſter Saint: 
But now ſhe could regardleſs prove, 
When Edward ſigh'd for Emma's love. 


Ihe name of the Ladies' walk. 
+ Name of the River Sd en, 


Can 


Can 
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Can I forget that day of rue, 


When the fleet wheels roll'd Emma hence 
What my heart felt, to ſay— Adieu! 
Where ſunk my courage, and my ſenſe ? 
In this my Love was not unkind, 
She took my heart—left her's behind! 


Salop, farewell thy ſtream and meads, 
'Thou haſt no other charms for me ; 
Some blyther ſwain may tune thy reeds, 

With Emma's gone the pipe and glee. 
There is no muſick in the grove, 
While the ſad turtle moans his love. 


Bleſs her, ye Gods ! where'er ſhe goes, 
And with her years renew her charms ; 
Upon her cheeks Health paint the roſe, 
And bring her bluſhing to my arms! 
Pure give me back her conſtant heart, 
Nor ſuffer two ſo fond to part. 


B 


„ 


SIR CHARLES KNOWLES.»v 


DECEMBER, 1777. 


May Genius, Judgment, Valour, Honour, claim 
A golden letter in the page of Fame? 

May ſeventeen times a victor on the main, 

Againſt the haughty pow'rs of France and Spain, 
Make one deſerving of a naticn's praiſ- ? 

Theſe Knowles obtain'd, and wore the Nautick bays ! 
But tho' he brought thele glories to our iſle, 

Such virtues could not draw the Royal ſmile. 

Aged and worn, he fought a foreign ccalt, 

Where Merit ſtands in a diltinguiſh'd poſt: 

Tho? crown'd with laurels, tott'ring o'er the grave, 
His King refus'd him—what the Ran gave! 
But like an Adm'ra', midſt the cannon's roar, 

He bore his honours to the Stygian ſhore ; 

Where Death, (tho' old as Time, doth never lag), 
Mot cowardly ſkulk'd, and ſtruck the Hero's flag 
Kings may refule their gifts, vet worth like thine, 
Shall make the proudeſt envy ſuck a ſhtine! | 


* Empreſs Caibcrinc, whoſe director of the Marine he way. 
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INSCRIBED TO THE 


GIRLS or GAINSE ROUGH. 


WRITTEN AT SPITAL, APRIL 12, 1773. 


Brnor upon the ſwelling wave, 
With ftreaming pendants gay, 

Our gallant ſhip invites the brave, 
And Glory leads the way ! 


And a Cruizing we will go. 


Ye beauteous Maids, your ſmiles beſtow, 
For if you prove unkind, 

How can we fight ſo great a foe, 
Who leave our hearts behind. 


When a Cruizing we will go. 


The love of Fame inſpires our ſouls, 
To beat the Spaniſh Don; 

By that bright ſtar we reach the poles, 
For Love and Fame are one, 


And a Cruizing we will go. 


The 
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The foe's in ſight then cut and chace 
A mine from rich Peru ! 

See gladneſs ſmiles on ev'ry face, 
To bring the gold to you. 


And a Cruizing we will go. 


Each gallant Sailor food his glaſs, 
Defy both ſhot and wind! 

May each poſſeſs a cenſtant Laſs, 
But one Hyena find; 


When a Cruizing we will go. 


Be England to herſelf but true, 
To France defiance hurl'd ! 


Give peace, America, with you, 
And war with all the world ! 


And a Cruizing we will go. 


E 


To EMMA in LONDON. 1 


Hy na, FalLuouTH, APRIL 1, 1780. 


I CANNOT negleR a few lines to my Dear, 
On this day, of all days, in the roll-about year; 


When all claim a right to ſhow faſhion or folly, 4 
In verſes to Saſan, to Hannah, or Molly. 1 
And if mine are more dull than the reſt of your | 

friends”, |; 


On ſome fair future day I will make you amends. 


I ſail'd from the Might in a fret of fair wind, 
And I pray'd all our fairies might prove very kind; 
But before I had reach'd the well-known Head of 

Lizard, 
Some gipſey, or ſybil, or devil, or wizard, 
Contriv'd to kick up a foul wind on the occan, 
Pill my landmen were ſick, at the ſmell and the 


motion; 
So to Falmouth & 2 very ſober and true, 
Having only taught lubbers to vomit and ſpew. 
It was lucky, my Love, we did not meet the French 
Do you know I've been robb'd by a gay, blue-ey'd 
wench ! 
Had the foe then appear'd or off Portland or Start, 
What a fight muſt he make, that was robb'd of his 
heart! 


2 vou 


1 
You know it is true, nor could he perform 
Any feats againſt enemy, billow, or ſtorm. 
Pray make reſtitution, ſweet, beautiful Thief, 
For you know you've my heart, and it can't get relief. 
Is this then, dear Molly, or gen'rous or kind, 
To ſend one to ſea againſt weather and wind, 
Nay, to fight a brave foe—and the heart left be. 
hind ! 
Ye maidens and landmen, both froward and toward, 
You know whom to cenſure, if I prove a coward. 
I am now in an Inn—both the laſt and the work, 
That ever a ſailor, or paſſenger curſt! 
It was built when the Tadors * firſt came out of ales, 
Or when beaſts firſt knew hairs, and fiſhes felt ſcales : 
It might be the lodging where Noa+'s fair Belle 
Put up in a Rorm—leſt ſhe ſhould go to Hell! 
Ah, no! *tis not true—could the Gods make a ſlip, 
And deny them a houſe—who had built 'em a ſhip ! 
I therefore believe, *tis ſo old in its wood, 
It was built before Noah, and ſtood out the food / 
But the age of the houſe is the leaſt of my grief— 
»Tis an Inn without wine, or gcod mntton or beef; 
"Tis an Inn without furniture, bedding, or linen, 
And top full of maidens, who will not make fin in. 
Now, ſay you, with ſome reaſon, high piqued in your 
pride, on 
How ſhould he, know this, pray, unleſs he had try'd ? 
How inventive is Fancy, to find out a flaw, 
No Attorney ſo keen (the damn'd blot of the law.) 


* Harry the Eighth, 
| Not 
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Not Hellen, unrigg'd from the manſions above, 

Could ſeduce your fond Sailor, or alter his love. 

I am proof againſt arrows, darts, dreſſings, and 
tirings, 

And turn a deaf ear both to Natads and Syrens. 

Believe me, my Love, and attend the true telling, 

You're my Angel, my Friend, my fair Hebe and 
Hellen ! 

If Jove will but grant what a Sailor may ſue, 

I aſk but Content, and a Cottage, with you ; 

Give me thoſe, ye great Gods, when my voyage it 
15 done, 


Nor a Sailor fo happy ſhall live 'neath the Sun. 


Before I conclude, I muſt drop a ſhort word 
To your friends; and good manners can't paſs by 
my Lord; * h 

His anceſtors too, for they ſure have a claim, 

The Sons of the Woods, the old Sylvans of Fame; 

And to do my Lord juſtice, in actions and face, 

He retains all their beauties, their tricks, and gri- 
mace ; 

For indeed 'tis my ſentiment, ſober or drunkie, 

I ne'er {aw a Lord yet - ſo much of a monkey! 

But reverſe it again, and 'twill better accord, 

I ne'er faw a monkey ſo much of a Lord ; 

And let alone perion, and peerage, and pence, | 

Few have his good-nature, great wit, and good ſenſe! 


Lord MM 
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And therefcre, to finiſh opinion and plan, 

J honour the picture, peer, monkey, or man. 

To fair, ſilent Sturges, and Hannah the gay, 

Two beauties admir'd ev'ry night at the play: 

May they live and do well, may they bloſſom and 
thrive, 


Nor the latter want colonr—while Baillie's“ alive. 


Don't let us forget here our ſweet ſmiling Lynn, 

Who Hannah ſirſt courted, to pleaſure and fin: 

Well, ſave him, ye Fairies, from blight and from 
curſe, 


From madneſs in love, and his hoſpital nurſe. 


May our IIother grow better before and behind, 

And, as far as 'tis pleaſing, get rid of her wind: 
For *tis true as tis ſav'ry, it comes from my heart, 
Pray, what gives, ye Gods, half the eaſe of a 
If the Colleges knew our performance and parts, 


We'd be Doctors cf Muſick, + or Maſters of Arts. 


* 
* 
Oo 


The Letter, dear Love, which leads this by the noſe, 
Contains twenty guineas—in plain, {imple proſe ! 
You muſt now be content with a Letter in rhyme, 
For money and proſe are enough at one time. 

I muſt now give advice, being your trueſt phyſician : 
To ſit croſs-legg'd, my dear! tis the ſafeſt ꝑcſition, 


* The Perfumer. 


+ A Lady, at a rehearſal of Mufick in OM rd, aſked a Gen. 
tleman what 4rs-Mu/ica meant? He anſwered, he was no La- 


tigiſt ; but he ſuppoſed it meant Buriidole! 
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To preſerve both your character, fame, and long 
health ; 

Nay, to keep you in beauty, eſteem, joy, and wealth. 

What a world !—for we ruin for gratification, 

The fame of the women, and fame of the nation! 

For thro? life's vain purſuits, from the great to the 
{mall, 

That paſſion for SELF, is the paſſion of all. 

May you ever be gay, ever good, and admir'd ; 

May you always refit, tho? you're always defir'd ; 

For remember, dear Emma, for ever and ay, 

That virtue and flow'rs, when they're pluck'd, will 
decay ! | | 

Farewell, my dear Emma! again—and again, 

Qur top-ſails are full, and we plunge to the main! 
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C: 4AM TA; 3 
MAH OME T's PARADISE. 


Cour os ED AT SEA. 


As Prophet Mahomet within his cell, 

Was hammering how tc fix his Heaven and Hell, 
A briſk Arabian girl, with iloe black eye, . 
On light, fantaitick foot, by chance paſs'd by: 
The Prophet dropp'd his hammer, and his care, 
He ſaw his Heaven, and he fix'd it there. 


| A I R. 
We thank thee, Prophet, for the thought, 


For what is fo divine, 
Or what wich ſo much zeal is ſought, 
As Women, Wit, and Wane ? 


Thy Paradiſe we all approve, 
And to its joys inciiae ; 

By genial Nature taugnt the love 
Of Women, Wit, and Wine! 


Cum >tpK dew Sp YI ci 0 
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AN OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 
Srox EN AT TT YLGARSELY, 


ON A DANCE GIVEN TO THE GIRLS OF THE 


NEIGHBOURING VILLAGES, IN THE 


CHARACTER OF TkE WITCH ors WITNEY. 


\ Y ELCOME, ſweet girls !-['m glad to ſee you 
here ; 
I'm Bridget Deb/:n—who was hang'd laſt year 
The Witch of W:zney, and your good old friend, 
Who will compleat your loves, and fortunes mend. 
There's not a girl in Enxſham or Norleigh, 
Who has a liquoriſh lip, or floe black eye, 
But I her aſſignations make, and bring 
The ſmiling bride-groom with the wedding-ring. 
Twas I that did that deed which you have conn'd, 
And brought the poiſon bowl to Ro/amond. 
Remember J/Yced/tock Bow'r, and guard your lives, 
How you provoke the jealouſies of wives. 
Ye Girls of Duckling/on, and Witney Weaches, 
Who fill the Squire's barn, and grace his benches, 
Be gay and chearful, Fl pret:ct you all; 
And if you ſhould be kifs*'i—why, do not fquall ! 
For on thote Maidens I will lay my ſpell, 
That dare to kiſs, and then to cry and tell. 
Take courtſhip kindly -M nat are all your charms, 
Unleſs they bring a ſweetheart to your arms, 
Of 
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Of old John Buck beware who keeps the game, 
But cannot keep himſelf to one good dame. 

There's Beckley too, he patches up old ſoles, 

And, tinker like, ſtops one, and makes three holes, 
He'd better mend, and keep his awls together, 


Or I will rip his ſole from upper leather. 


But amidſt all theſe pranks, and country jokes, 
Know ye, you owe this dance to Mrs. Hawkes, 
Who means next Sabbath to be woo'd and wed, 
And you may throw the ſtocking when in bed. 
Be merry all, now bieſs'd with youthful bloom, 
And while you dance—l'll ride upon my broom ! 


True FAIREST oF THE FAIR. 
EMMA's ANSWER ron BETSY. 


Yrs Emma, ſhe'll attend thy ſide, 
Nor ſigh to leave the giddy town; 
That cottage ſhe will make her pride, 
Where Love and you can never frown, 
Park, Opera, Play, and Richmord Grecn, 
Where ſie has laid the Beauty's ſnare, 
Yet ſhe for thee can yield the ſcene, 
Where call'd the faireſt of the Fair. 
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Yes, ſhe can bear the cold, che heat, 
Nor caſt a longing with behind, 
Nor envy belles a gala treat, 
If thou'rt unto thy Emma kind. 
As thou haſt lov'd, that love improve, 
Nor will thy Emma feel a care, 
Nor will ſhe ſeek another love, 
Tho? own'd the faireſt of the Fair. 


Yes, ſhe can love thee fond and true, 
And thro ſevereſt periis go; 
Or, when misfortune thou mapy'ſt rue, 
Share with her Love the pang of woe! 
Yes, when decay and pains attend, 
She will perform the nurſe's care; 
There prove herſe.f che forratal friend, 
1ho' own'd tne fairen of the Fair. 


Yes, when my Love is dvo.a'd to die, 
She'i1 claſp him in his fainting breath 
Alas! and give him ſigh for igh, 
And imile to ſmcoth the bed of leath! 
But ſhe'll not itrew his naaliow'a clay 
Win low'rs, nor drop the laſt ſad tear; 
To ize him dead ſhe wi.l not tay, 
But die the faireſt of the Fair! 


— — — „ 


11 


A DESCRIPTION OF 
LISBON AD ET INTRA, 


| * 


Tun PAKADISE: % Poi r ben 


In ALT TTER TOA FRIEND IN Lox Dbox, 1772. 


"I ms tumbſe-down City, ſo famous of; ore, 
Which C found out as he row'd along more, 

Is now got together by very hard labour, 

And not by Dan Orphcus' or Ampbion's tabor; 

tho? fuch a quick builder as either of theſe, 

Would ſuit to a tittle a Portugueſe eale : 

Fer i! this huge towa could be fiddled together, 
Youn 2 Baron alone would have Anthony”: T feather. 
Le bas got all their favours by drawing their faces 


His men are all heroes, his women all graces ! 

He has hit on Gay's pian, which all painters ſhould 
follow, 

His belles are from Jens, his beaux from Apollo. 

I have known a dull huſband, a thick-headed fellow, 

(Who a word never utter'd unleſs he was mellow, 

A plain man in trace, who fold ſugar and candles) 


* AD . - "AY . 

By Bares drawn ſorth in ferce helmet and ſandals ; 
Mr. Faren, a pupil of Sir Jeſ ua Reynolds, a youth of 

tenius foi muſick and painting. 
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Who, on *Change, tho” as tame as a tame err, 
Sneak, 

At home is transform'd into R:man or Greek ; 

And a pert ſimp'ring Ma'am, to make pincuſhions 
bred 

Appears a Miſs Di, with a moon on her head: 

And, as Goddeſſes always have Nymplis to come a'ter, 

A bow and a quiver are hung on her daughter. 

To {latter theſe bourgeois, the painter raniacks 

The Pantheon, for dreſſes to cover their backs! 

Gods and Goddeſſes now may look down 0: lie now, 

And this factory farce chriſten High Life Zoloww, 


Each wiſe Engliſb Doctor (at beſt a damu'd rogue) 

At laſt hath made Liſbon a city of vogue; 

Where each patient's coniign'd, when of life there's 
no hope, | 

To try a new. air, and the pray'rs of the Pope. : 

But if they were better, that damrable racket 

Which the ocean kicks up in a paltry packet, 

Is enough in a week, if they really were well, 

With the ſea in the Bay, to remit them to ell. 

If you take all our caſh, let us die, and don't plague 
us, 

The Styx is enough, without croſſing the 7g. + 

Ye mortals conſumptive (a truth worth attend) 

When the thread of your health is once broke, 'tis 
paſt mending. 


®# A river of Hell. JA river ia Periugai. 
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"Tis a pick- pocket remedy doctors preſcribe, 

For dyiog abroad ſaves the fame of the tribe. 

To conſumptions this iſle is ſo very unkind, 

That you melt like a candle which ſtands in the wind: 

Nay, had you the gold of this river of yore, 

Or the purſe of a Nabob, or old Cre/us ſtore, 

T {wear by S-. Tony, the tavern would have 

Ev'ry moidore, before you could get to your grave; 

For the ſcoundrels cf Bath, whom all trav'llers con- 
demn, 

Are angels to theſe Reman ſpongers of men. 

Here's one C—y ſo keer—ſhut your mouth when in 
bed, | 

Or by Jede he will ſteal ev'ry tooth in your head! 

Aſk my bauker, he'll prove what I ſay to be true, 

That a %%“ does leis here than a guinea with you. 


The natives are proud, and the natives are ſullen : 

The blackimiths wear ſwords, and the prieſts they 
Wear oon en; 

And if ycu're invited to any one's table, 
To get at the huuſe you muſt paſs thro? the ſtable ! 
Thu? ſo holy the to.ks, they're in need much of paint, 
For in common blue tiles they depict ev'ry Saint: 
T i.cy've a thuuſand of tuteiar Gods, great and (mall, 
But S-. Anihory, dir, is the Captain of all! 
Saints are mortar'd on every houſe, like a ſign, 
But they co not dente either victuals or wine; 


* The cvia called a Zorannes, II. 168. 
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And beneath them are written ſome myſtical letters, 
Not known to the mob, nor believ'd by their betters ; 
For the pure. Holy Virgin, at veſper and matin, 
Is always addreſs'd by the Fathers in Latin, 
Which is not underſtood by one man in eleven, | 
Yet ſtill they believe it the high road to Heaven. +1 


When firſt I arriv'd, in a paſſion I ſwore, F 
That I'd got by miſtake on the foul Scerrifþ ſhore ; " 
When I paſs'd from a friend's to my lodgings to bed, 1 
They empty'd their jordans—iwilh—ſwaſh on my 

head ! 
What l tell you is true—I'm not cracking of jokes 
There's nothing fo like as the Scots and theſe folks; 
Their manners, their cloathing, their diet, and houſes, 
The filth of the dames, and the pride of their ipouſes. 
The King and the Queen have three millions per 
ann. 

With which he keeps women—but ſhe not a man! 
She makes hunting, and ſhooting, and fiſhing her 
ſport, | 

But will not let a Lady appear at the Court : 

For her Majeſty's jealous, and if the was not, 

The king, for his kiſſing, perhaps might be ſhot ; 
For he, a fly rogue, to indulge his lewd funn'ry, 
Kept a itriag of ſweet laſſes coop'd up in a nunn'ry ! 
But, once as he went, he eſcap'd to a hair-o, 

Being ſhot at one night by the Duke D' Averre ; 
And now the ſweet lady is ſhut up for life, 

T'o keep peace at home with his ma/culine. wife. 


For 
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For this the ſweet Tag loſt her poor head, 
For this huſpand; children, and kindred all bled! 
An, Ladies, tabe care! ice what ills do environ 


＋ he m. nat \ Ne in Genus of a4 ſere the 
O think waatia King in Old England you've Tot, 


Y/ho, by avring ac home, muns abroad ev'ry plot. 


Let's have one with the State, who, perhaps, may 
not pardon 
An opin ion ſo free ſo wel talk of their garden: 


But it is not like Erna or Eaen of yore, 


Tho” planted bone a delectable ſhore ; 

No likerets it bas—it is all run to weed, 

Like the Poriagal State, and the Portugal breed! 

But if you talk of gardens, your gardens we'll beat: 

Tho? Richmond s noble, and Cobbaas is {weet, 

We have one above theſe, as they're *bove Jenny's 
I him, 

»Tis the {pot of Ca/vp/e, and Mr. De Jim. + 


® The Marchicneſs of Tawvira (who was beheaded with her 
huſband, children, and the Duke D'Aveire, tor attempting to 
aſſallinate the late King of Pertugal) was, without exceptions 
the ſineſt woman in Eure. It was her daughter that the King 
had 1:Juced. As he was returning from tlie convent wheie he 
had been, the Duke attempted to thoot him 

+ Perhaps there is not another garden in- the world, wherein 
ſo many vegetable beauties and rarities are collected, as in this of 
M D im's, who has great taſte and elegance, joined to a natural 
and acquired knowledge of Botany. He had 'a brother, who re- 
ſided ſome ; ears in (Jia, trom whom ke received many curious 
plants, and which are only to be teen in this garden. 4 he clvi- 
lity of this gentleman to every ſtranger, does kim infinite honour ; 
but politencl: is inſeparable to the man of manners, travel, and 


<ducation. 
You 
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You have here all the flowers and fruits of the earth ; 

It was here that the beautifu! Fra had birth. 

A garden this is ! (for indeed there's no weed in) 

»Tis the Erna of yore, the original Eren“ 

Tis the Hortus Adonidars—juſt what you pleaſe, 

*T is full of exotics, and beuutitul trees. 

Ye lads and ye laſſes, who coo like the dove, 

Here are ſweet groves of myrtles, delign'd to make 
love; 

Here are fountains to bathe in—10or could a fair Miſg 

Refuſe a ſweet rape in a garden ke this. 

Old Mabomet's paradiſe, tuli of young brims, 

Is Whites Conduit Houſe to this ipot of De Vins: 

You have ſweet beds of roſes for ever and uy, 

And When Peollia was here, ſhe was Queen of the 
May. 

Farewell! 'tis the ſhades for the Muſes and Graces, 

For Poet and i'eroes, fine Maids and fine faces; 

Ye Gods! 'tis the claſſick /ub regmine fagi, 

Where P4.J:s and Chloe may make hay with the 
Magi. 


But no more of De Vin, and his garden of bliſs, 
Pre a fight to deſcribe that's inferior to this, 
Under canopy royal of purpie and gold, 
The King, Queen, and Court, are a plac'd to behold 
A holy proceilion, wiich EA en dread, 
With a cuſhion ſupporting the wine and the bread, 
To which you muſt Kncel, or be knock'd on the 


head. 


To 
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To the pride of Jh Bull "tis a damnable hurt, 

To kneel to this thing in the midſt of the dirt; 

But the King and the Queen do the ſame when it 
pꝰ les, 


As alſo the reſt of the Catholic alles. 


The Noble who breaks ope a letter muſt ſwing, 
Unleſs it is done at-the Court, *fore the King. 
And whenever her Majefty travels afloat, 
The bargemen talk bawdy while ſhe's in the boat. 
So, when ladies ride out in the kingdom of Sparn, 
They're treated the ſome by each ruſtical wain. 
The ladies, God bleſs em, have pretty black eyes, 
Are brown, and Datch built, of a middling ſize; 
They have ſweet taper . and white teeth, and 

ſmall feet, 

But theſe to the Portugal men are no treat: 
Thick legs are the taſte, the bor ten, and the pride, 
For the ſmall ones theſe Hottentet ſools lay aſide; 
And as Dublin has laid on thick legs no embargo, 


With brooms and potatoes I'd ſend them a cargo. 


But the ſhining black hair which adorns their ſweet 
faces, | 

And entitles theſe belles to the name of the Graces, 

Is ſpoilt by vile powder of yellow and green, 

And looks like a head that has not been comb'd clean ; 

Such a tail too behind! and ſach loads of pomatum'! 

E'en your macaronies would thoroughly hate 'em; 

And they ſmelt of — too, ſo frong, when I 

| buſs'd ? em, 

That I damn'd, in my love-fits, this ſtinkabus cuſtom. 

But 
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But the reaſon they give us {till adds to their ſname — 
They mean to appear like the ſmart Exgliſb dame! 
Who, if tranſplanted here from a milliner's ſhop, 
With hands perhaps callous with twirling the mop, 
With rubbing the irons, and ſcow'ring the ſtairs, | 
Gets in a calaſh, and then gives herſelf airs! | 
You mult not boaſt to us of your roaſts of the Hil!s, 
The ſmart Caro Vernon, and pretty Mifs Milla: | 
Your Phæbes are all by Mifs Collins outdone, | 
She's tweet as the orange-flow'r nurs'd in the ſun. 
We have one or two more full as pretty as ſhe, 
The fair Mrs. Hunter, and dear Charlotte Dee. 


The ſweet Fritiſb beauties which reign on this coaſt, 
Whom a good Duke of Glouceffer hath honour'd to 
toaſt, 
Are worthy the praiſe of the Duke and the Bard 
While I live, while 1 write, they ſhall have my re- 
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For tell me a breaſt generoſity fires 1 
With a ſpirit more noble than gay Mrs. Myre: ? 1 
But when affectation and frippery airs, j 
Deſcend from the belles who have ſcower'd down the i 


ſtairs, | 
Such aukward impertinence curſedly hurts, 
In Mother B— 2, and a pert Mrs. S. — K, 
Who pretend to make routs, give facon, and ſet 
faſhions, | | 
As if we were ideots, and they were Circa gans. 
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But the taſte of the natives too even beats that 
For they hate every woman unleſs ſhe is fat! 
And if ws confider the heat of the weather, 
The thinner the better for lying together. 
But what we call guſto, they cenſure as traſh— 
So, Len adieu, and I'll mount my calaſh. 
Now my pains and fatigues I give all to the wind, 
Sweet Cyntra's in view, and old Liſben's behind. 


What God, or what Goddeſs firſt planted this place ? 
What Genius, what Fairy, what Muſe, or what Grace, 


 Exerted their fancies, at once to create 


An Eden for man in his primitive ſtate ? 

Here Flora, Pomena, Vertumnus appear, 

In jubilee liveries dreſs'd thro?” the year; 

And Pleaſure ſmiles ſweet, with her apron of flow'rs, 
Which ſhe ſtrews on the way for the feet of the hours, 


Who wantonly trip on the light, filken toe, 


As blythe as the lark, and as light as the doe. 

This, this is the ſpot which dame Nature defign'd 

For her fav'rite retreat—and the beſt of mankind, 

She ſtudy'd to make it the beauty of earth, 

So in ſearch of each excellence Nature went forth : 

She collected the mountain, the rock, and the hill, 

The fountain, the river, the ſea, and the rill; 

The plain, and the valley, the ſhrub, flow'r, and 
tree, | 

Of every viitue, of every degree ; 

And when al! theſe beauties together ſhe got, 

And was viewing with rapture this elegant ſpot, 
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It appears that ſame ſtrange interruption enſu'd, 
And the left them ee wild, beautiful, rude! 
Dear ſhade of De Caſtro, attend to my pray'r: 

Still watch o'er theſe beauties - make Cyx:ra thy care; 
Still guard her ſweet trees from the axe and the blight, 
From lightnings by day, and from tempelts by night; 
Thy name in theſe lines ſhall for ages be read, 
When ſweet Pina Verde is wither'd and dead. 

Was Cameons + living, the Muſes would rove, 

And lead their lov'd Poet from mountain to grove ; 
The lays which he'd write, all the Fairies would ſing 
By the light of the moon, as they danc'd in the ring; 
Such poeſy ſweet would be fair as the theme, 

As ſublime as her mountain, as pure as her itream, 


Here Pollia the fair a borrico f did ride, 
And happy was he that did walk by her fide ; 
For ſo pretty ſhe look'd, that the ſwains came to woo, 


And they flatter'd her fo, that I thought her untrue 


But IJ was miſtaken, as lovers will be, 
And I hope to be ſo while there's ſalt in the ſea, 
Thro' foreſts we roam'd of Heſperian trees, 


Where ſuch fragrance was ſhed from the wings of the 
breeze, 


. Caſtro, a noble of Portugal, who produced the revolution 
in favour of the Braganza family—a great Navigator, who re- 
tired to the garden of Pina Verde. 


+ A celebrated Poet of Portugal, in the fixteenth century, 
1 An aſs—the Ladies” palfrey of this ſlaviſh country, 


S 3 | As 


— 


— 
— 
— — 


= 


ac 
— -; — 


* — 


J 22 — 
1 
2— ts. Meth 4 OY 


1 
As ſhe paſs'd, that each flowret unfolded its bloom, 


Ard the air was throughout one continu'd perfume. 


They thought her their Goddeſe, and well they might 
err, 


For Flora is not half fo pretty as her, 
Such a garland of flow'rs round her head did I twine, 
That the Dyyads, who ſaw her, pronounc'd her divine; 
And Civine ſhe ſha!l be—for I ſwear by thule charms 
Which have melted my ſoul, while ſhe lay in my arms, 
By the roſe in her cheek, which eternally blows, 
By her dimples of love, and the cal of her ne, 
While my tongue can but wag, or my pen can but 
move, 
They both ſhall be ſacred to Pollia and Love: 
The evergreen flow'rs of Parnaſſas I'il chuſe, 
Bedew'd in thy fountain, O ſweet Arethuſe ! 
And their ſprigs with ſuch art, with ſuch nature PI. 
| twine, 
That ages unborn ſhall eſteem her divine. 
No more will 1 ſay, and I cannot end better, 
Than ſaying that Pollia approves of the letter! 
She approves of the piace, ſhe approves too of me, 
And an Angel like her muſt with Cyntra agree. 
Croſs the ſea—come away—if enchantment you'd 
know, 


For there's no other Heaven but Cynrra below 
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To THE MEMORY OF | 


C APT. THOMAS MALE,* 


Wno pip ox THE CoasT or GuiNEa, IN 
1771, A GALLANT SEA OFFICER, AND 


AN HUNE>T MAN. 


V y HETHER Sailor or not—for a moment avaſt! 
Poor Tom's mixen top ſail is laid to the maſt! 
He'll never turn out, or again heave the lead; 
He is now all a back - nor will /ails boot a-head “ 
He always was briik, and tho' now gone to wreck, 
When he hears the laſt whiltle—he'll jump upon 
deck ! | 


* Mr. Thorp/on and Mr. Male were Lieutenants of the Der- 
ſetſhire and Belionz, Mr. Male was celebrated for his ſea-wit, in 
which he exceiled moſt Marine Characters. He was admired for 


his fil al piety, having maintained far many years his mother and 


ſiſters, 
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HOMEWARD-BOUND. 


HYzxa, DecruBtRr 14, 1781. 


LAT. 30. o. N. 
T o M X. 


Now I am bound home to my Love, 
And therefore nor hold my career ; 
For ſhe has a heart like a dove, 
And in pity will melt like a tear. 


Oh, ſhe's beautiful, gentle, and true ! 
She is all my regret and deſire: 

Her eyes are of heaven]y blue, 
Enliven'd by amorous fire. 


Her limbs they are delicate, neat, 
A proof of the labour of Jove; 
And ſo ſmall are her ſoft, ſattin feet. 
'They were never intended to rove. 


No lilly's fo fair as her ſkin, 
No roſe is fo red as her cheek ! 

To wiſh more than Love, were a ſin, 
And who can admire, and not ſpeak ? 


She 
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She has many ſoft ſuitors to woo, 
But P11 drive all the ingrates away 
Who abuſe ſo much virtue, ſhall rue, 
Who hurt her, ſhall fink in decay! 


My ſails are all full to my Love, 
Whu dare then impede my career ? 

On wings of impatience I move, | 
And with rapture ſail home to my Dear! 


And wilt thou receive me with joy, 
And claſp me with truth to thy breaſt ? 

«© Yes! with rapture Pl! fold my dear Boy, 
© And kiſs him, and lull him to reſt !”? 


Oh! what a reward for my care ! 
My griefts I throw forth to the wind: 
For Emma, ſhe's true as ſhe's fair, 
And Edward 15 conſtant and kind! 


Give every fail to the breeze, 
'The courſe of my Frigate improve ! 
1 have done with the cares of the Seas, 
Ye Sailors—l'm bound to my Love! 
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Ff os oe on 


N: D Thomp/on at laſt is /ail*d out of the world! 
His Srouds are caft off, and his top-/ails are furl'd : 
He lies ſnug in Death's Scar, without any concern, 
And is moor'd for a full due a- head and a-ftern. 

O'er the compa/7 of life he has merrily run 

His reck'ning is out, and his veyage it is done! 
When his Journal: are paſi' by their Leraſbips above, 
Then his le- u in life they will d—, or approve ! 


Exo or Taz Firsr Vorvuue. 


